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1 . Chapter 1 

It was ten past one and Alaine observed how the atmosphere in the old 
country Tennessee bar had thickened as the establishment became 
crowded with drunken men either burying their misery of a broken life 
into their alcoholic beverages or searching for whatever barely 
clothed women they could take home and have their way with. It amused 
her to see just how desperate men could be when under the influence 
yet that was their natural state when sober. They were disgusting, 
arrogant overbearing pigs that she preferred to avoid at all times, 
especially when she was on the job. She had been sitting alone in the 
back for over two hours, twirling a ball point pen in between her 
fingers as she tried to drown out the loud blaring of the classic 
rock music playing from the giant speakers by busying herself with 
unfinished work. For several weeks she had searched for a new case. 
She scanned through newspapers and checked online for anything out of 
the ordinary but had helplessly struck out. Everything seemed to be 
relatively quiet- _too_ quiet for comfort. There wasn't any sort of 
news of vampires on a killing spree or demons possessing people which 
she found strange. It was as if all evil beings that roamed God's 
green earth were in complete hiding. Blowing out an exasperated sigh 
Alaine picked up her half empty beer bottle, pressing the rim to her 
lips and taking a swig as a middle aged man came up to her table with 
a sly smile plastered on his face. 

"What's a pretty thing such as yourself doing here all alone? In need 
of some company?" he asked with a slur as he took a seat in the chair 
adjacent from her. From where she sat she could smell the gut 
wrenching stench of cheap beer on his breath as he leaned over the 
table . 



She stuffed her papers back into her Manila folder and took one last 
gulp from her bottle before pushing back her chair to get on her 
feet. "Sorry, sugar. Not interested." 

With a small smile Alaine went to walk past the table when his hand 
suddenly grabbed hold of her wrist, halting her in mid step. "What do 
you say we go back to my place and get to know each other a little 
better? " 

Alaine had turned to face him with a smirk tugging at the corners of 
her full lips as she placed a small hand over his forearm. "You'd 
like that, wouldn't you?" She murmured to him as she leaned down 
making her face leveled to his. 

"Hell yes, " he eagerly answered, expecting for her to give in but her 
next actions came to a complete surprise to him as she had twisted 
his wrist, a loud cracking noise being audible as he fell to his 
knees before her in pain. "You bitch." 

Bringing back her hand she balled it into a fist and jabbed him in 
the eye, forcing him to curse loudly which got the attention of 
several patrons that stood nearby. "Now that's no way to talk to a 
lady," she smiled as she straightened herself. 

Releasing the hold she had on him she watched as he struggled to get 
to his feet, his hands grasping the edge of the wobbly table. "You 
done screwed up, girl, " he spat as he went to strike her but Alaine 
had swiftly brought up her leg, kicking him directly in the center of 
his groin and he hunched over in agony. 

"I said I wasn't interested," she retorted. Grabbing hold of his 
shoulders she shoved him to the floor, gaining shouts and applause 
from men and women as she strode past him with a smirk plastered to 

her lips and made her way towards the exit. 

Stepping out into the dark night a cold autumn breeze hit her, 
forcing her to shudder and zip up her leather jacket as she walked on 
over to her onyx 2010 Sierra 3500. Unlocking the vehicle she yanked 
open the heavy truck door and climbed up into her seat, quickly 
throwing on her seat-belt and sticking the key into the ignition. 
Tossing her folder onto the passenger seat she then switched gears 
and gently eased her way out of the parking lot, gravel crunching 
under the large tires as she made a u-turn onto the country back 
road. She headed North for about eight miles until she came upon the 
sleepy mountain town called Gatlinburg which was nestled in a quiet 

corner of Tennessee. When she reached the Sleepy Bear Motel she 

parked her truck in front of the room that belonged to her and shut 
off the engine. She sank into her seat, taking a deep breath as she 
briefly closed her eyes. She was exhausted and in desperate need of a 
comfy bed. She ran a small hand through her thick sable brown hair 
before exiting her vehicle and walking up to her room. As she went to 
unlock her door she noticed from the corner of her eye a classic ' 67 
obsidian Chevy Impala stationed right besides her truck and a sense 
of familiarity came over. She couldn't quiet place where she had seen 
the car before but felt that she knew it very well. After staring at 
it for several seconds in attempt to remember what she thought she 
might have possibly forgotten she gave up when nothing came to mind 
and proceeded to step into the dark room. She searched on the wall 
for the light switch and flicked it on as she went to remove her 



jacket and tossed it on a nearby chair. Plopping herself down on the 
queen sized mattress she loosened the strings of her combat boots and 
kicked them off, carelessly shoving them to the side with her foot as 
she stretched herself across the length of the bed, her slender body 
sinking into the cushion as she rested her head against one of them 
many fluffy pillows. For about two weeks she had been staying in the 
same motel on account of she had nowhere else to go being that she 
now had no living family left. She had been on her own for quiet some 
time bouncing from state to state- carrying out her family's wishes 
for her to continue being a Hunter just as she had been raised to be. 
From werewolves, shifters and ghosts she has killed them all. With 
every case she closed she became stronger mentally and physically. 

She didn't have room for mistakes, she didn't have room for her 
emotions to get the best of her. There were times where innocent 
people died and she wasn't able to do a thing about it. There were 
times where she came across creatures- a werewolf or a vampire who 
just happened to be different from the rest but her knowing what they 
were- knowing that they all possessed the killer instinct she had no 
choice but to put them down. At times she would wonder if killing 
them was the right thing to do but whenever guilt would cloud her 
judgment memories of her family would swamp her mind and she would be 
cruelly reminded that there was no such thing as a "friendly 
monster." She had vowed to herself that she would rid the world of 
evil even if it took her the rest of her lonely, miserable life. 

An overwhelming sense of exhaustion washed over her as she closed her 
eyes and in no time she had drifted off into a relaxed sleep when the 
sudden noise of a heavy object being thrown around startled her wide 
awake. With a gasp Alaine shot upright in bed, quickly reaching for 
her Mll-Al she always kept tucked under her pillow. Wrapping her 
finger around the trigger she briskly rubbed the sleep out of her 
eyes as she scanned the dark room from any intruders. She reached for 
the bedside lamp and turned on the light to see that everything was 
the exact same way she had left it before getting into bed. She 
sighed as she pressed the heel of her hand to her forehead. Just when 
she thought she was going to get a peaceful nights sleep it gets 
taken away from her. As she began to wonder where the noise could 
have possibly came from there was another loud bang that was then 
followed by a powerful male voice shouting. She knew right then and 
there that it had been coming from the room right besides her. 

_You've got to be kidding me_ she thought to herself as she stood on 
her feet and stepped into her boots. Tucking her pistol into the back 
of the waistband of her low rise jeans she bent down to loosely tie 
the laces. She pulled down the hem of her teal cotton T-shirt, hiding 
away her firearm before she made her way to the door. As she stepped 
outside the yelling became louder and she was able to distinguish the 
sound of another male voice talking calmly back to the one who was 
shouting his head off. As she reached their door she plastered a 
sweet smile on her face as her knuckles lightly raked against the 
wooden door with soft three knocks. All of a sudden things became 
quiet and she could faintly hear the sound of heavy feet scuffling 
around and she nearly jumped when the door unexpectedly swung open to 
reveal a gargantuan man with shaggy chestnut brown hair towering over 
her with a frown creasing his forehead that quickly faded away when 
he noticed her standing just outside the door. 

Shoving her hands into her pockets Alaine cocked her head to the side 
and her grin widened. "Hey," she sweetly spoke. "I hope I'm not 
intruding but it's the middle of the night. You think you can keep it 
down a bit?" 



Just as the man was about to reply the gruff voice she had heard 
earlier spoke up from inside the room, a hint of annoyance being 
audible in his tone. "Who is it, Sam?" 

With a roll of his eyes the tall man had turned his head to look back 
at whoever spoke to him. "Nobody, Dean. Just the girl next door." 

At that very instant an epiphany struck her as her brows raised in 
slight surprise. She finally remembered why the Impala parked outside 
seemed so familiar to her. "Sam and Dean? As in Sam and Dean 
_Winchester_? " she quizzically asked as Sam's head snapped around to 
look directly at her, his shoulder length hair brushing past his face 
with the hast movement. "Well I'll be damned." 

"How do you?-" were the only words Sam was able to get out before 
Dean emerged from behind him and pushed him out the way. 

Grabbing hold of Alaine's shoulders Dean hauled her inside of the 
room and roughly shoved her up against the wall. "Who the hell are 
you?" he snapped as his luminous forest green irises stared her down 
with ferocity being clearly visible in them. 

"You wanna ease up there, tiger?" Alaine joked as she raised her 
hands to show she was submitting. 

Scrunching up his nose in anger Dean retrieved a gun from his 
waistband and pressed the tip of the cold barrel to her forehead. "I 
asked you a question, " he demanded, his warm breath washing over her 
face as he spoke. "You can either answer it or get a bullet in your 
skull. Pick one." 

"Dean, " Sam urgently muttered as he shut the room door close and 
stepped up to him, his eyes drifting from Alaine's passive face to 
his brother's infuriated expression. "Put the gun down." 

"We have no idea who she is. Gotta find out somehow." Dean's eyes 
never left Alaine's as he continued to stand his ground, his grip on 
her shoulders tightening as the tip of his fingers dug into her 
skin . 

Moving closer to them Sam shoved his rather large hands into the 
pockets of his denim jeans. "Don't you think your methods are a bit, 
unorthodox? " 

"I agree with Sam," Alaine spoke as she nodded her head over in his 
direction. "Let me go and I'll tell you who I am." 

Dean was hesitant to release her but with a deep sigh and the 
insisting voice of his brother behind him he finally lowered his gun, 
taking a step back to give her enough room to breathe. Without saying 
a word Alaine went to retrieve her gun from behind her when Dean's 
was pointed directly back at her. 

"Easy there, " he warned, his finger curling over the trigger and 
Alaine slowly placed her weapon over the wooden table besides her. 
Seeing that she was now unarmed he lowered his gun once again, still 
feeling unsure of the woman who stood before him and his 
brother . 



"What a way to treat a lady, " she chuckled, the warm sound putting 
the men slightly at ease. "Are you always this hostile?" 

Tucking his .45 caliber back into the waistband of his jeans Dean 
furrowed his brow. "Enough with the jokes, sweetheart. Care to tell 
us how the hell you know who we are?" 

With a smile tugging at the corners of her lips Alaine stepped 
forward. "I can do better than tell you," she spoke. "I'll show 
you . " 

The brothers exchanged a quick look of confusion between each other 
right before Alaine wrapped her hands around the hem of her shirt and 
lifted it up to expose her bare abdomen. Sam's face quickly flushed a 
light pink as Dean's eyes widened with awareness. Right over her 
rib-cage there was a tattoo of an anti-possession symbol. 

"You're a-" 

"Hunter, " Alaine interjected. When she knew they had clearly seen her 
tattoo she then lowered her shirt before plopping herself down on the 
wooden chair next to her. "Name's Alaine Ventura." 

"Ventura, " Sam murmured, his head cocking to the side as he took a 
seat on one of the queen sized doubles. "Why does that sound 
familiar? " 

"Probably because we met when we were kids, " Alaine replied to the 
question Sam had asked himself. 

"What?" Dean sternly asked as he folded his arms over his 
chest . 

Placing her hands over her knees Alaine leaned forward in her seat. 
"It was '95, mid summer. Your Dad was out hunting a couple of 
werewolves in Utah when he stumbled across the help of my father. You 
couldn't be no older than sixteen." 

"I remember that," Sam spoke, turning to face his brother. "We were 
staying at that broken down Motel that didn't have any working 
A/C's." With a smile Sam turned back to look at Alaine who he now 
finally recognized. She had greatly changed since the last time he 
saw her. She was slimmer and her hair had grown out from the short 
bob cut she had before. 

"Your father was Hector Ventura. Ex-Marine just like our dad." 

Dean glanced between Alaine and his brother with a perplexed 
expression written on his face. "Am I missin' something?" 

Just as Sam went to speak up Alaine cut him off. "You really don't 
remember? " 

Dean's eyes were now glued to Alaine 's face as he tried as hard as he 
could to recall whatever faded memories of her he had buried in the 
back of his mind. He had came across a ton of females when he was 
young, most of them he completely forgot about while others he 
remembered vividly for various reasons. He began to study her 
features more intently- her sultry lips, her even toned olive skin, 
her long thick chocolate brown hair, her radiant hazel eyes. Just 



when he thought he'd actually forgotten who she was a name popped 
into his head, a nickname he had given a girl he had met when he was 
a teenager, a girl that had changed his life. 

A look of utter realization spreading across his face Dean swallowed 
hard as he cocked his head to the side, not believing that she was 
sitting before him after they had departed all those years ago. 
"Lainey ? " 

"That's right," Alaine chuckled, the surprised expression on Dean's 
face causing her to smile wholeheartedly. "It's me." 

With a scoff and a shake of his head Dean plopped himself down on the 
bed behind him as a sincere smile tugged at the corners of his lips. 
"Wow, I thought I'd never see you again. I mean- after the case was 
solved you and your dad disappeared without even sayin' 
goodbye . " 

"My father wasn't one for formal farewells. It was always a 'get in, 
get out alive' kind of thing." 

"Well, it's good to see you're still in one piece." 

She smiled, leaning back in her seat. "I was taught by one of the 
best . " 

"How is your dad?" Dean asked and the painful memories Alaine had 
managed to repress came flooding through like a burst dam. He had 
struck a raw nerve with the mentioning of her father. She had tried 
so hard to forget everything and she wanted to avoid having to relate 
to him that her father was no longer alive. 

Just as Alaine began to think about any possible lie she could give 
him Sam's sudden movements from the other side of the room caught her 
and Dean's attention, distracting them both from the question he had 
just asked. He had stood to his feet and languidly rounded the foot 
of his bed. Leaning down he retrieved a large sized travel bag from 
underneath it and placed it atop of the bed. The look of Dean's 

angered countenance alerted her that it was time for her to go as she 

saw him briskly move from the bed over to his brother's side. 

"It's getting late, I'm just gonna head back to my room" she 
awkwardly muttered, gaining the attention of both men as she got up 
from her seat and made her way over to the door. "It was great 
running into you guys again." 

"See you around, Alaine, " Sam waved as she stepped outside and turned 
back around to shut the door. Turning to look at her Dean gave her a 
solemn smile before giving his back to her and roughly snatching the 
bag away from Sam. Exiting their room and making her way towards hers 

when she heard Dean shout again and knew that it was going to be an 

extremely long night. 

It had been no later than ten A.M. when Alaine awoke, the sunlight 
beaming through the cheap white drapes illuminating the entire motel 
room. With a sigh she groggily climbed out of her bed and dragged 
herself over towards the small bathroom, shutting the door once she 
found herself inside. She began to peel off her clothes, leaving them 
in a neat pile on the tiled floor before tying back her long hair and 
stepping into the bathtub. Pulling the curtain close and turning the 



shower knob she groaned as the pressure of the water spewing from the 
shower head washed over her, gently kneading her aching back. She 
reached for her washcloth hanging over the rail and squirt a bit of 
her shea butter and vanilla body wash into it then underwent the 
process of cleansing her entire body. After spending several minutes 
relishing in the sensation of the warm water running across her skin 
she then stepped out onto the brown bath rug and wrapped her dripping 
body into a too small cotton towel. Once she had finished brushing 
her teeth and gargling a bit of mouth wash Alaine stepped back into 
the room and waltzed on over to her duffel bag that sat atop of a 
wooden chair. She fished out a pair of washed up jeans and a plain 
white cotton v-neck along with underwear when there was a sudden yet 
sharp knock at her room door. She glanced over at the digital clock 
on top of the bedside table and thought that it could be the 
housekeeping lady. Tossing her clothes back onto the mattress she 
padded her way over towards the front of the room, wrapping her hand 
around the doorknob and yanking it open. To her utter and complete 
surprise instead of it being housekeeping it was no other than Dean 
Winchester. A smirk formed on his glorious face as he noticed that 
she had been merely dressed in a towel that didn't really cover up 
much of her body. 

"Dean, " she gasped in surprise as she moved behind the door in 
attempt to shield herself from his piercing gaze. "What are 
you?-" 

"Sorry, " he chuckled, rubbing at the back of his neck as his eyes 
traveled down from her flawless face to her clavicle where he could 
faintly see the swell of her breast peeking through the top of her 
towel. "I had no idea you weren't, _decent_. I can come back if you 
want . " 

"It's okay. Come on in." 

Completely hiding herself behind the door she gestured for Dean to 
step inside. With an apologetic smile he strode past her and over to 
the center of the room. "Were you gettin' ready to go somewhere?" he 
asked as he turned around to face her. A warm blush creeped up the 
back of his neck to see her long bare legs as she gave her back to 
him to shut the door. He couldn't help but naturally think of what 
her body looked like underneath the thin fabric and when she whirled 
back around he forced himself to make eye contact with her. 

"I was just about to get dressed," she replied as she made her way 
over to where he stood. "If you could just give me a couple of 
minutes. I'll be right out." 

"Yeah. Sure," Dean nodded in response as Alaine stood besides him to 
reach down to collect her articles of clothing from atop the bed. 

Just as she walked passed him he caught a slight whiff of her 
alluring scent and felt the palm of his hands begin to moisten as 
inappropriate thoughts started to swirl around in his mind. With an 
exasperated sigh he plopped himself down on her bed and patiently 
awaited for her to come back out as he began to reminisce on the 
past . 

_"Dean, are you sure you want to do this?" Alaine had softly asked 
from the back of John Winchester's car, the cool leather pressing 
against her bare legs as she stretched herself across the 
seat . 



_It was the middle of the night. Both of their fathers had gone out 
to find the werewolves hiding place while they had stayed behind. 

John had hopped into Hector's truck, leaving his Impala parked at the 
back of the Motel. Sam was sound asleep inside while Dean and Alaine 
decided to sneak out. Being teenagers and never really having time 
for fun they took advantage of the absence of their parents and 
darted into the back of the car before they could be seen by anyone 

who could have been lingering around. 

><em>_ 

><em>_With a sly grin Dean clambered into the vehicle, shutting the 
door as he slowly hovered over Alaine. "It's either now or 
never . " 


_He tried the best he could to keep up his appearances but deep down 
he was a nervous wreck. He had pictured what it would be like to lose 
his virginity but now that the moment had come he wasn't quite sure 
what to do. He'd seen the action that goes down in movies and in 
porn- the guys always took control with great confidence. What 
confidence could he possibly have- it being his first time ever 
sleeping with a girl. He was anxious, his palms were sweating, he was 
dreading making himself look like a fool before her so he did what he 
thought was right. Leveling his body with hers he slowly leaned down 
and kissed her, keeping his eyes open to study the expression on her 
face. With a small sigh Alaine had wrapped an arm around his neck, 
gently curling her fingers into his soft, short hair as he continued 
to give her small, tender kisses. _ 

_"Dean, " she spoke, pulling her lips away from his to look into his 
worried eyes._ 

_"Did I do something wrong?" 

_Smiling Alaine gently shook her head as she ran her hand down the 
length of his arm, her fingers tracing over his skin in small 
circles. "Why don't you let me take over?" 

_Dean was reluctant at first. He didn't want to seem like a chump, 
letting a woman take control but as he felt Alaine 's other hand move 
towards the buckle of his belt he couldn't help but comply to what 
she wanted to do. Swallowing hard Dean nodded his head and that was 
all the reassurance she needed to make her move. In the blink of an 
eye she had completely unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, pushing the 
denim fabric down his hips as she sat upright. Taking his full bottom 
lip in between her teeth she softly bit down, forcing a small groan 
of surprise to escape Dean's mouth. She moved her hands over to the 
hem of his T-shirt and began to lift it up the length of his body. 
Leaning back on his knees Dean gave her enough room for her to pull 
it over his head and she tossed it onto the floor of the 
car ._ 

_"Take off my shorts, " Alaine commanded and Dean swallowed away the 
lump that had formed in his throat. With sweaty hands he fussed with 
the button, cursing under his breath when he saw that he couldn't get 
it undone. 

_Alaine chuckled as she pushed his hands away to unbutton it herself 
then nodded at him to proceed. He was becoming frustrated. He was 
embarrassing himself in front of her and part of him just wanted to 
call it a night and go back into his room before he made things worse 



but as he gently tugged on the shorts his gaze fell to see her bright 
pink panties and his mind fell back to the goal at hand- losing his 
virginity. Pulling it down the length of her smooth legs he threw the 
shorts over his shoulders, not caring where the article of clothing 
landed inside of the car. As he was about to kiss her once more she 
had abruptly shoved him back by his shoulders and he saw a flare in 
her eyes that caught him by surprise. _ 

_"Sit back, " she ordered yet again and Dean did as he was told. He 
watched as she straddled his lap, her fingers immediately finding 
their way into his hair and roughly tugging his head back. She ran 
the tip of her tongue across her dry lips before taking his mouth in 
hers. With a sigh she began to gently rock her hips against the 
erection that had been growing through the fabric of his boxers and 
Dean couldn't help but groan. She continued the torturous motion, 
utterly enjoying the low noises that were coming from him as she 
became aroused herself. _ 

_"God. Lainey, " Dean muttered against her lips as he closed his eyes, 
his hands balling into fists at his sides as the warm sensation he 
was feeling in his lower abdomen began to spread all over his 
body . 

_Alaine pulled away from Dean to look at the expression on his face 
and she smiled to see he was struggling to keep his breathing under 
control. Leaning back in his lap Alaine pulled off her shirt, tossing 
it onto the seat. Dean's eyes flew open at her sudden movement and 
widened in surprise as he saw her hand reach behind her to unclasp 
her white cotton bra. Seeing it on the T.V screen and seeing it in 
real life were two complete different things and he now knew that the 
real thing was way better than what he had imagined it would be. 
Dean's heart began to race as the straps of Alaine 's bra slowly 
slipped down her shoulders to reveal her bare breasts. He was now 
standing at complete attention as he felt her hands traveled to his 
groin, her fingers lightly brushing past his erection as she motioned 
for him to lift up his hips. Leaning into him Alaine tugged on his 
boxers, setting him free and Dean couldn't control the urge to feel 
the softness of her lips. Cupping the back of her head he brought her 
face down to his as he kissed her with force, their teeth clashing 
against one another. Dean muttered an apology as Alaine smiled, her 
hands resting over her bare thighs. _ 

_"It's okay," she sweetly reassured as she placed one hand on his 
shoulder. Dean was confused as to what she was about to do but as 
soon as he felt her small hand wrap around his shaft he couldn't help 
but let out a strangled moan. Lifting herself up onto her knees she 
positioned his erection right at her opening and his breath hitched 
in his throat as she gently stroked him._ 

_"Lainey, " he murmured in desperation as her hand moved up and down 
his entire length. He wanted more. He wanted it all and it felt as if 
she was just toying with him. Reaching into the pocket of his jeans 
Alaine retrieved the condom he had been saving for the occasion and 
ripped open the foil packet with her teeth. Dean watched as she 
placed the latex object over his head and rolled it down his now 
fully erect manhood. 

_Grabbing hold of her hips Dean closed his eyes as he rested his head 
back against the seat, his voice coming out in the form of a strained 
moan as he spoke . "Please . " 



_The sound of him pleading her to give it to him nearly drove her 
wild and she couldn't bare the torture any longer. With her hand 
still tightly wrapped around the base of his erection she moved the 
fabric of her panties out of the way and with a deep breath she 
gently took him in._ 

_"0h God, " Dean let out in a rush, his grip on her painfully 
tightening as she proceeded to slowly move down the rest of his 
length. What he was feeling was utterly inexplicable and it took his 
breath away. 

_Alaine winced as she slid all the way to the base of his shaft. 
Gritting her teeth she shoved her face into the crook of his neck to 
hide her pained expression as she gripped his shoulders and slowly 
lifted up off of him. Dean was in utter bliss, the feeling of her 
tightness wrapping around him sending his mind into another dimension 
of pleasure as she eased herself onto him once more. The slow motion 
was bittersweet torture- he needed to feel more of her. Sucking in a 
deep breath she slowly raised her hips again when Dean suddenly 
slammed himself up into her. A muffled scream escaped Alaine's throat 
as she buried her face deeper into his neck. Dean was too lost in the 
moment to even realize Alaine was gripping his shoulders as if for 
dear life as he slowly lifted her off of him and pushed himself back 
into her with more force. _ 

_"Dean, " she whimpered as the pain she had felt was quickly replaced 
with an electrifying sensation of pleasure that began to ripple 
through her with every slow but hard thrust of his hips into her. Her 
body began to rapidly climb as his tempo gradually increased and she 
called out his name once more, the sound of her pleading moans 
ringing in his ears as he felt himself close to climaxing. _ 

_Dean. . . Oh, Dean. . . DEAN. . . _DEAN ! 

Dean whirled his head around to see that Alaine had been standing at 
the foot of the bed, fully dressed with her hands impassively at her 
hips as she stared down at him. 

"Are you okay?" Alaine questioned, brow raised as she studied the 
flustered expression on his now reddened face. 

"Yeah, " Dean replied, his gruff voice sounding slightly strained. 
Clearing his throat he rubbed his sweaty palms over his jeans as he 
abruptly stood on his feet. "I was just, uh- lost in thought." 

"Well I've been standing here for a while, what the hell were you 
thinking about?" 

He felt his ears become hot as his mind began to replay the memories 
of that heated moment all those years ago that took place in the back 
seat of the Impala. "Nothing," he quickly muttered, scratching at the 
light stubble that had formed on his face as he pushed his dirty 
thoughts to the back of his mind. 

With a skeptical smile Alaine walked over to her duffle bag and began 
to reorganize all of her items as she spoke to Dean. "So, to what do 
I owe this pleasant surprise visit?" 


Walking over to where she stood he folded his arms over his chest and 



deeply sighed. He didn't like venting his problems to anyone but 
given the circumstances , he had no choice. "It's Sam." 

Alaine paused for a moment, turning her head to look into his tired 
eyes. She remembered hearing them heatedly arguing through the walls 
the night before while she had laid in bed, trying as hard as she 
could to fall asleep. "What's wrong with him?" 

"We got into this_, fight. _ He snaked my car keys while I was asleep 
and just left . " 

"Do you know where he went?" she asked, completely giving her his 
attention as she could see the anxious expression on his 
face . 

Running his hand through his short hair he let out a frustrated sigh. 
"Yeah, " Dean replied. He knew that there was only one place Sam could 
ever possibly go. "Lebanon, Kansas." 


2 . Chapter 2 

"Sam!" Dean shouted at the top of his lungs from the balcony that 
overlooked the main room of the Bunker. His resonant voice echoed 
throughout the enclosed space and vibrated off the walls as he 
descended the steps and proceeded to make his way into the library 
which to his surprise was vacant. Cursing under his breath he made 
his way down the long narrow hallway as he continued to call on his 
brother and came to a halt when he approached Sam's bedroom. The door 
was ajar and there he was, folding his clothes and neatly packing 
them away into a travel bag, his hair flopping over his face as he 
leaned down to store away his belongings. 

"Way to leave me behind, Sam, " Dean snapped as he entered the room. 

He watched as Sam stood upright, tucking a strand of his long hair 
behind his ear before walking on over to the nearly empty 
dresser . 

"I knew you'd find a ride," Sam nochalantly spoke, turning his back 
towards his brother as he took out a pair of jeans from an open 
drawer along with a couple T-shirts. 

"You could've at least told me where you were goin'- I mean, you had 
me worried sick." Dean shoved his hands into his pockets as he 
stepped over to the foot of Sam's bed, taking a quick glance into the 
travel bag he had set atop the mattress. "What's all this 
for?" 

Standing besides his brother Sam stuffed the rest of his clothing 
into his luggage then zipped it up. "I'm leaving." 

"Woah, " Dean objected, placing a hand over Sam's shoulder and turning 
him to face him. "You better not be doin' what I think you're about 
to do because that'll be incredibly stupid." 

Sam's silence gave away the very thing that had been tormenting his 
brothers mind and he didn't even flinch when Dean began to 
rant . 

"You gotta be friggin' kidding me," Dean shouted, a scowl forming on 



his face as he threw his hands up in the air and turned away. 

"There's no way in hell I'm lettin' you go after Gadreel by 
yourself . " 

"Dean, I can do this on my own, " Sam passively interjected and Dean 
snapped around to face his younger brother with an infuriated 
countenance. "I need to do this _alone. _ 

Standing his ground Dean stepped up to Sam and snatched the travel 
bag out of his hand. "No, Sam. You don't-" 

"Did you forget you're the cause of all that's happened. Kevin's 
death is on _your _hands. Dean. If you would've just let me die like 
I wanted to he'd still be alive." 

"Don't you dare say that to me," Dean barked, a hurt expression 
spreading across his face as Sam gave his back to him and walked to 

the other side of the room. "You think I don't know that? You think 

that ain't somethin' that eats away at me everyday? I am well aware 
of it. I don't need you to throw it in my face." 

With a sigh Sam ran a hand threw his hair as he briefly closed his 
eyes. "I'm sorry, but look at what's come of your 
selfishness . " 

"Selfishness?" Dean echoed, anger being audible in his voice as he 
dropped the travel bag back onto the bed and walked over to where Sam 
stood. "Bringing you back from the brink of death was me being 
selfish? I did it for you-" 

"No. Dean," Sam now began to shout as the patience he had been 

struggling to keep a hold of left him in a rush. "You did it for _ 

yourself. _I had accepted my fate, you just couldn't let me go 
because you're so afraid of being alone. I mean, let's be honest 
here. Who else do you have other than me? Bobby's dead, now so is 
Kevin . " 

"Sam-" Dean had begun to speak only to be rudely cut off by his 
brother . 

"I've tried to work things out, I've tried to look past all that's 
transpired but it's just not in me to forgive you." 

Dean's face fell as his brother walked past him and moved over 
towards the bed to pick up his bag. "So that's it?" he asked with a 
scoff as he shook his head in disbelief. "You're just gonna go after 
Gadreel without any backup?" 

"That's the plan. Dean," Sam bitterly replied, walking out of the 
room and making his way through the Bunker with his brother trailing 
behind him. When the library came into view Dean stopped in his 
tracks and called out to Sam in hopes that he'd come into 
reason . 

"You need me, Sam. You need me and you know it!" 

Turning around to face his brother one last time Sam softly shook his 
head as he reached into the pocket of his jacket. "I don't need you," 
he sternly spoke, tossing the keys to the Impala onto the wooden 
rectangular table. "Not anymore." 



"Sam, don't you walk away from me," Dean yelled as his brother 
proceeded into the circular room and walked over to the staircase 
that lead up to the balcony. He watched as Sam ascended the steps and 
his voice became louder and more demanding as he stepped out the 
doorway. "Sam!" 

The loud sound of the iron door slamming shut echoed throughout the 
Bunker leaving Dean with an empty feeling settling in his gut. His 
head began to spin as he lost control of his temper. With a swift 
movement he swept his arm across the table, knocking to the floor the 
green desk lamp and a few books that had been neatly stacked. . His 
chest heaving Dean set his palms flat atop the polished surface and 
hunched over, his head hanging as he closed his eyes. He'd gotten 
into many fights and arguments with Sam where horrible things had 
been said and either one walked away but something about the surety 
in his brother's voice when he said he didn't need him anymore told 
him that things definitely weren't the same. For years Dean had given 
Sam his life, he had sacrificed himself for the well being of his 
brother, he countlessly put his life on the line to keep him out of 
harms way to then be treated so harshly. Aside from the mistakes he 
had committed Dean always did his best to look out after Sam. He 
spent the majority of his life by his side, his brother was all he 
knew and he couldn't fathom the thought of no longer having him 
around . 

Dean had been lost in his own thoughts that he hadn't even noticed 
that someone had entered the Bunker and began to make their way over 
to where he stood. The velvet sound of a familiar female voice softly 
calling out his name brought him back to reality and he snapped his 
head in the direction of where it came from, a frown creasing his 
forehead. The expression on his face quickly changed when he saw who 
had been standing merely three feet away. 

"Alaine, " he spoke in gruff acknowledgement, standing upright to face 
her. "I thought you left." 

"I just wanted to make sure you were alright." Glancing over towards 
the books scattered around the floor she lifted her gaze back up to 
look at Dean and shoved her hands into the pockets of her leather 
jacket. "I see things didn't go too well." 

"Thanks but I'll be fine. You probably got somewhere to be, don't let 
me hold you up." With a small but forced smile Dean turned his back 
to Alaine and made his way over to the kitchen, immediately searching 
for a clean glass he could pour liquor into but seeing that they were 
all dirty and stacked into the sink he slammed the cabinet closed and 
resided to drinking his bourbon straight out the bottle. Twisting off 
the cap he hesitated before bringing up the rim to his mouth and 
taking a huge gulp. The familiar warm burning sensation the alcohol 
left behind as it smoothly slid down his throat had set his mind at 
ease as he pursed his lips. During times of distress he found that 
turning to a bottle of Jim Beam was the best comfort he could get. At 
that very moment he thought that maybe he was meant to be alone. 
Everyone around him always ended up hurt or worse- dead. He was 
better off cut off from the world. Wherever he went chaos and demise 
followed right behind, taking away whatever he cared for most. 

While Dean drank away his misery Alaine had clambered back into her 
truck. She had sat with her hands firmly gripping the steering wheel. 



staring out into the dark road ahead through the windshield as she 
couldn't bring herself to drive away. What type of person would she 
be to leave Dean when he needed someone the most? Although he tried 
to hide it she knew that he was falling apart at the seams. All the 
traumatic events from the past years had been catching up to him and 
it was no surprise he was bound to feel overwhelmed. She understood 
how difficult trying to act as if everything was alright could be 
when in reality it felt as if the world was coming to an end. She 
knew that the wall he had built up around himself was going to fall 
apart sooner or later and felt that when that moment arrived it'd be 
best if he wasn't alone to suffer through the built-up anguish he had 
managed to repress. With a sigh Alaine took the key out of the 
ignition and jumped out her truck, rounding the back of it to look 
through the trunk for the duffel bags that contained her weapons and 
clothes. After making sure she grabbed everything she needed she 
proceeded to make her way back down into the Bunker. 

Dean had been sitting at the table, the whiskey bottle clutched 
firmly in his hand as he stared off into the distance. The loud thud 
of Alaine 's bags hitting the wooden surface startled Dean and he 
turned his head to see she was standing beside him, a smile tugging 
at the corners of her lips. 

"I hope you don't mind but I thought I'd stay since I don't really 
have anywhere else to go, " Alaine spoke, half expecting for Dean to 
object but was surprised when he smiled up at her. 

"You sure movin' in with me is a good idea?" he asked, a sly grin 
forming on his face as he turned in his seat. "You might have trouble 
tryin' to keep your hands off me." 

With a scoff Alaine playfully slapped him in the back of his head as 
she made her way past him towards the kitchen. "In your dreams, 
Winchester . " 

Dean chuckled, running the tip of his tongue over his bottom lip as 
he watched Alaine, her slender hips swaying side to side as she 
gracefully walked away. _This should be interesting _ he thought to 
himself as he pushed his chair back and stood on his feet. From 
inside the kitchen Alaine had been rummaging through the contents of 
the fridge as Dean appeared in the doorway, his eyes falling to the 
roundness of her backside as he took another gulp from his 
bottle . 

"Okay. Seriously, we need to stock up on _real _food. This fridge is 
full of week old takeout." Standing upright Alaine turned around to 
see Dean biting his lip. Brow raised she folded her arms over her 
chest. "You think you could go out and pick up some 
stuff?" 

"Anything for you, sweetheart, " Dean winked. 

With a roll of her eyes she moved over to the sink, turning on the 
faucet and beginning to wash the clutter of dirty dishes that were 
piled in a unorganized way. 

"You don't have to do that. I was planning on gettin' to it." 

"Oh yeah?" Alaine asked, sarcast ically . "When?" 



"Uh, well-" Dean begun, rubbing at the back of his neck as he 
attempted to come up with an excuse. 

With a shake of her head Alaine chuckled as she scrubbed the remnants 
of food off of a porcelain plate. She was used to the messes men left 
behind. When living with her brother and father she had no choice but 
to pick up after them. It was something she was accustomed to doing 
and didn't mind it one bit. After cleaning up the kitchen and being 
shown to the room that was now going to be hers Alaine gave Dean a 
list of the items he needed to get and handed him a fifty dollar 
bill, reminding him that whatever change was left over he was to 
bring it back to her. Taking advantage of his absence she went on to 
shower and change into something more comfortable so she could resume 
to picking up around the Bunker. She hadn't noticed when she first 
stepped in but it was a complete mess. Empty beer bottles along with 
crumpled up food wrappers were scattered all throughout the place. 

She couldn't believe the clutter that was before her eyes and was 
desperate to get rid of it. As a woman she couldn't stand living in a 
place that wasn't properly sanitized. Whenever she stayed at motels 
she would sterilize every visible surface with disinfecting cleaning 
products so that she could settle in without the anxiety of knowing 
there was undiscovered filth lying around chewing at the back of her 
mind . 

When Dean strolled back in it was ten past eleven p.m and the 
refreshing scent of lavender struck him as he walked into the 
library. Scrunching up his nose at the overwhelming aroma he set the 
grocery bags atop the wooden table, his eyes scanning the room and 
falling on Alaine who was on all fours, vigorously scrubbing at a 
sticky stain on the waxed floor. Leaning back on her knees Alaine 
wiped away the small beads of sweat that had damped her forehead with 
her forearm and sighed, tossing the sponge back into tho plastic 
bucket besides her as she dried her damp hands with a dish 
rag . 

"Hey, Cinderella. Wanna ease up on whatever it is you're using?" Dean 
spoke, a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips as he walked over 
to her. "It smells like the inside of Mr. Clean's ass in 
here . " 

Standing up onto her two feet she reached down to grab the cleaning 
products she had already brought with her. "If this place weren't so 
filthy I wouldn't have to use so much." 

"Ya' know, you really don't have to do all this." Bending down Dean 
grabbed up the bucket and followed Alaine into the kitchen and 
watched as she stored away everything she had used under the 
sink . 

"The place isn't going to clean itself, now is it?" Alaine 
rhetorically questioned when she turned back around to face Dean, the 
brisk movement causing her long ponytail to fall straight down her 
back . 

"Guess not, " Dean chuckled, stepping over towards the sink, his hands 
tightly holding the bucket as he tipped it over and dumped the dirty 
water down the drain. Alaine could faintly smell the strong scent of 
whiskey on him and assumed that he had came back three hours after 
she had sent him out because he had made a pit stop at some bar. He 
dusted off his hands as he turned to face her, their eyes locking for 



a brief second before he tore his gaze away. "It's uh, been a long 
day. I'm just gonna head over to my room." 

"Yeah, sure, " Alaine smiled, part of her hating that he was choosing 
to seclude himself but she understood he needed his space on account 
of he had just lost his brother. 

Returning Alaine 's smile he turned his back to her and walked off, 
leaving her standing all alone in the empty kitchen as he retrieved 
his bottle of bourbon from the library and then proceeded to his 
bedroom. Shutting the door behind him he moved over to his bed, 
plopping down atop the cushion as he kicked off his heavy biker boots 
and stretched himself across the mattress. With a sigh he reached for 
the mp3 on the bedside table, slipping the headphones on and resting 
his head against one of the pillows. Pressing play he folded his arms 
over his chest and stared up at the ceiling as the soothing guitar 
strums of Pink Floyd's _Wish You Were Here_ began to loudly play in 
his ears, sending his mind into a passive and relaxed state. 

When Alaine had finished up what she had started it was well after 
one a.m and she was utterly spent from the eighteen hour drive out to 
Kansas she had done and decided upon going to bed. Storing away the 
food she had asked Dean to go out and buy into the fridge, along with 
the two six packs of beer he spent the leftover change on she made 
her way down the hallway over to her room. Passing's Dean's door she 
came to a halt as she mentally debated on whether or not she should 
check up on him and before she could stop herself she had wrapped her 
hand around the doorknob, twisting it and slightly pushing the door 
open to peek inside. 

The light was still on. Dean was laying on his back, music blasting 
from his headphones as his eyes were glued onto the ceiling. Alaine 
had called out to him, completely unaware that he couldn't hear her. 
Alaine pushed open the door a bit wider and Dean caught the movement 
from the corner of his eye. Turning his head he saw Alaine standing 
just inside his room, hand on her hip as she leaned into the wooden 
door . 

"Y'need something?" He dryly asked as he pulled off the headphones 
and set them on the bed. 

"I just wanted to make sure you were okay," Alaine honestly spoke, 
concern being audible in her voice as she watched him shift to sit 
upright on the bed. 

Resting his back against the wooden headboard Dean crossed his legs 
at the ankles, tiredly rubbing at his face. "I'm fine." 

"I'm here if you feel like talking about it." 

"I said I was fine," Dean huskily retorted, giving her the hint that 
he didn't want to be bothered by her. 

Sighing Alaine nodded in understanding, muttering an apology as she 
went to leave. "Goodnight," she called out to him as she shut the 
door and heard him say it in return as she made her way over towards 
her bedroom at the other end of the hall. 

It was the break of dawn when Alaine awoke the following morning. 

With a groan she clambered out of bed and lazily padded on over 



towards the bathroom to brush her teeth. As she dressed herself into 
a plain black T-shirt with light washed bootcut jeans, mid-calf 
leather biker boots and denim jacket she contemplated on buying 
breakfast. She snatched up her keys from her bedside table and walked 
out of her bedroom. Making her way through the bunker she saw that 
Dean was nowhere to be found and thought he'd still be in bed. She 
hurriedly hopped into her truck and drove to Mankato which was less 
than a half an hour drive from Lebanon in search of a fast food 
establishment of some sort and resided to going into Bob's Inn. 
Striding into the welcoming food establishment Alaine sat herself at 
a table by the window and was quickly attended by a teenage waitress 
with ginger hair and braces. 

"What will you be havin' ma'am?" the girl asked in her thick country 
accent . With a small smile Alaine ordered a coffee with a croissant 
and a egg white omelet as she took out her laptop from her computer 
bag and sat it atop the table. 

With a curt but polite nod the girl turned on her heel and headed 
into the kitchen with Alaine 's food order written down on a slip of 
paper. Firing up her computer Alaine immediately found an internet 
connection and begun to surf the web. She couldn't stand the lack of 
action any longer. She was determined to find a case even if it took 
her the entire day. For several minutes her eyes remained glued to 
the screen and she barely acknowledged her food when it was brought 
out to her. She scanned various articles in search for anything that 
stood out to her as abnormal and nearly gave up after an hour but to 
her luck she stumbled upon one that she knew without a doubt involved 
something supernatural. Bookmarking the page she ate as quick as she 
could in anticipation to get back to the Bunker and show Dean what 
she had came across. After ordering something to take back to him she 
hopped back into her truck and without wasting another minute she 
drove off. 

Dean had been standing in the kitchen by the coffee maker, pouring 
himself a cup when he heard Alaine loudly calling out to him. 

Stirring the sugar into his coffee he stepped into the library, 
furrowing his brow as Alaine 's yelling became louder. 

"Dammit woman, I'm right here," he called back out to her as he 
walked over to the table, pulling out a chair and taking a 
seat . 

Alaine made her way into the library, tossing the brown paper bag of 
food at him. "Good to see you're up and running," she said with a 
smile as made her way over to him. 

Raising the rim of his mug to his lips he lightly sipped his coffee. 
"What's all the fuss about?" he asked, turning his head to look at 
Alaine who was taking out her laptop from her computer bag. He 
watched as she set it down in front of him and lifted up the 
screen . 

"Feast your eyes on this," she smiled, leaning over Dean's shoulder 
to open up the webpage she had been on earlier. Setting his mug down 
on the table Dean leaned forward in his seat, his eyes scanning over 
the words on the screen. 

"What exactly am I lookin' at?" he asked, scrolling down the rest of 
the article. 



"Haunted ranch," Alaine replied as she moved in closer. "Chambers, 
Arizona. I double checked and cross referenced everything, it's 
legit . " 

"What's the story?" 

Alaine went on to explain to Dean what she had discovered. The 
Cloverfield Ranch was built in the early 1920 's. Throughout the years 
the ranch had various families inhabit it but there was one family 
that had stood out the most. The Harrison family consisted of three 
children- a thirteen year old boy, a ten year old girl and a nine 
month old infant. Jeremiah Harrison, the father of all three had been 
know to be extremely violent, especially when drunk. He constantly 
accused his wife of sleeping with the stockman and struck her 
whenever he had the chance . One night after drinking himself into 
oblivion Jeremiah went into the den where his wife and children were, 
unmounted his fully loaded rifle from the fireplace and shot his 
family dead in cold blood. He went on to take his own life the same 
night and when the sun rose the following morning the family had been 
discovered by no other than the stockman. The ranch being not too far 
off I-IO it was known to attract tourists every now and then and 
teenagers as well. After the death of the Harrison family in the 
fifties the place had been abandoned in completion and for over sixty 
years there had been a total of fifteen disappearances around the 
area, none being properly investigated. It was said by the locals 
that the spirit of Jeremiah Harrison continued to linger in the ranch 
after all those years. 

"Alright. I'll check it out," Dean spoke, rubbing at his neck when 
Alaine had finished talking. 

A smile forming on her flawless face she placed her hand at the back 
of Dean's chair as she reached in front of him to shut the computer 
screen. "Great, if we leave now we can get there before five tomorrow 
afternoon . " 

"We?" Dean questioned, looking up at her to see utter excitement 
written all over her face. 

With a sigh he rose to his feet. "There ain't no we. I'm doin' this 
alone, " he sternly spoke as he adjusted the rolled up sleeves of his 
navy blue botton down cotton shirt. 

"The hell you are. I found this case so we're doing this _together_ 

, " she stated, standing upright and folding her arms across her 
chest . 

"No, you're gonna stay here and that's that. We're not having this 
discussion." Dean began to walk away towards the kitchen and Alaine 
trailed right behind him. 

"Why the hell not. Dean?" she questioned, watching as he went on to 
ignore her. "I'm talking to you-" 

"Because everyone around me always ends up hurt, " Dean snapped, 
turning around to face her with a frown creasing his forehead as 
painful memories began to swirl around in his mind. Alaine went to 
argue but her mouth snapped shut as he continued to speak. "You'd be 
better off here, out of harms way." 



"Dean, " she gently spoke, noticing the concern in his eyes as she 
stepped up to him. "I've been hunting for years. I can take care of 
myself but I do appreciate you worrying about me. I can handle a 
little ghost . " 

He went to protest once more but Alaine raised her finger to his 
mouth, shushing him as she pressed it to his lush lips. "Go get the 
car, " she sternly demanded. 

Wrapping his hand around her small wrist he moved her hand away from 
his face and pulled her to him, his eyes falling to the surprised 
expression on her face. The closeness of their bodies made him 
anxious to feel her mouth pressed against his. Ever since she had 
came back he couldn't stop thinking of how beautiful she had become. 
Nineteen years down the road and she still managed to take his breath 
away whenever he looked at her. 

Running the tip of his tongue across his bottom lip Dean lowered his 
head as his free hand went to grab hold of her slim waist. "I love a 
bossy woman, " he smirked, the smell of coffee on his breath making 
Alaine want to taste if from his tongue. She began to feel an 
electric pull between the two, a pull she hadn't felt since the last 
time she saw him all those years ago and her knees nearly 
buckled . 

"I'm sure you do," Alaine murmured back, the sound of her velvet like 
voice making the hairs at the back of his neck stand on end. His 
fingers began to gently dig into her skin and before she could find 
herself falling into the seduction of Dean Winchester Alaine pulled 
away, turning her back to him and making her way down the hallway and 
towards her room. Dean had trailed right behind her and stopped just 
inside the door, leaning against the door-frame and watching her 
retrieve a duffle bag from under her bed and placing it atop the 
mattress. She unzipped it and began to scan through her weapons, 
pulling out her Mll-Al and ejecting the magazine to make sure it was 
loaded. Sliding it back into place she tucked it away into the 
waistband of her jeans and closed her bag back up before tossing the 
strap over her shoulder. 

"You ready, " she asked as she grabbed up a smaller bag full of 
clothes from the foot of her bed. 

With a smile Dean took out his car keys from his jean pocket and 
hooked his finger through the ring. "Ready as I'll ever be." 


3 . Chapter 3 

The half day drive to Arizona had been a quiet one for the most part. 
Sitting mostly in silence, Alaine and Dean hadn't bothered to 
exchange more than a few small words between one another, being that 
they were too tired to even speak. The only audible noise was the 
gentle purring of the engine as Dean guided his car down the slick 
dark road, his fingers firmly wrapped around the leather steering 
wheel. Alaine looked out from the passenger window to see that dawn 
was beginning to settle around them. Rolling down the window she was 
welcomed by the crisp spring air that blew her long hair back and the 
fresh scent of morning dew quickly filled the car. She settled 
comfortably back into her seat, tucking her left leg under her rear 



as she closed her eyes and blew out a sigh. 


"How much longer?" she questioned, stifling a yawn as she stretched 
her arms out in front of her. 

Tearing his gaze away from the road Dean looked over to his right, 
taking a quick glance at Alaine who seemed to be utterly spent from 
lack of rest. "Just a couple more hours." 

Alaine groaned in protest as she tiredly rubbed at her face. "Being 
crammed in a car with you for fifteen hours isn't as pleasant as I 
thought it'd be," she muttered as she folded her arms over her 
chest . 

"Why do you say that? I thought I was a joy to be around, " Dean 
spoke, a hint of humor coating his gruff voice as he focused back on 
the road. 

Alaine shifted, her body now facing him as she leaned back against 
the car door and propped up her legs onto the seat. "Well, you're not 
much of a talker. When I think about it, even as kids you never 
really were. You always liked to keep to yourself." 

"It's just how I am. The less people know about me, the better. Can't 
go spillin' your life story to everyone you meet." 

"Sounds like you got trust issues, " Alaine scoffed. 

Glancing over at her once more he saw that she was staring at him 
intently, her perfectly formed brows slightly raised as she studied 
him. She could see he was well reserved, with many reasons for being 
so. Being a Hunter she had heard the infamous stories of the 
Winchester brothers; how they had lost their father, how they'd 
brought on the Apocalypse and she was sure there had to be more she 
was unaware of. 

Completely dismissing what she had said Dean reached over to the 
radio and turned it on. Scorpion's Rock You Like a Hurricane began to 
play from the speakers and he turned the dial to the volume, the 
strums of the guitar blaring through the speakers which let Alaine 
know that he was done talking. With a sigh she sunk back into her 
seat and stared out the open window at the tall trees that zipped 
past along the road, briefly admiring the scenery when she felt her 
eyes begin to get heavy. She had been awake for more than twelve 
hours. Her body ached all over and she was in desperate need of 
sleep. When she thought about it, she couldn't exactly remember when 
was the last time she had gotten full eight hours of rest. It had 
been so long since she had ever interacted with a person for more 
than a few minutes. She kept to herself, only worrying about getting 
the job done and once that was over she moved onto the next hunt. She 
chose to refrain from any sexual encounters with men along the way; 
she preferred to stay unattached and reserved. She couldn't afford to 
get too close to anyone intimately or emotionally. Keeping to herself 
was always the best way to go. Whenever she'd be out on a hunt and 
would take a little rest stop at a bar to grab some drinks and 
unwind, men would always find their way over to her. She'd shoot down 
every single one of their attempts to flirt; some men would believe 
that she was either stuck up of didn't play for their team but in 
reality, she just wasn't interested. She didn't care for sex at all. 
She had been abstinent for nineteen years of her life, not even 



exchanging so much as a simple kiss and that's how she chose to stay. 
It kept her focused on what was more important which was to carry out 
her family's wishes by ridding the world of evil. She was always on 
her A-game and ready for whatever danger came her way. 

It was no later than seven a.m when Dean drove into the nearly empty 
parking lot of a small rundown motel. Shutting off the engine he 
stepped out and rounded the back of the car, popping open the trunk 
and retrieving his duffle bag along with Alaine's. Lifting the lid to 
the secret compartment Dean shuffled through his many weapons until 
he retrieved Ruby's knife and stuffed it into the pocket inside of 
his jacket. Double checking to make sure he wasn't seen stashing it 
away he then turned to the motel and began to make his way to the 
check-in office with Alaine walking at a steady pace in front of him, 
her wide hips swaying from side to side with every step as she 
stepped up to the half open wooden door. 

Stepping inside and making her way over to the front desk Alaine 
smiled at the blond haired woman who sat in a wooden chair picking at 
a half eaten breakfast burrito. "Good morning," Alaine spoke, 
plastering a smile to her worn out face. 

Looking up from her food the woman returned the smile, tucking a 
short strand of her hair behind her ear. "What can I do for you, 
miss ? " 


"One double, please, " Alaine replied as Dean stepped into the office, 
letting the door slam shut behind him as he walked over to stand 
beside Alaine. The woman stood from her seat to retrieve the sign in 
book from a nearby bookshelf, placing it over the counter and opening 
it up to a blank page. 

Pushing it over to Alaine the woman's eyes met Dean's for a brief 
moment, her face flushing a bright pink before she withdrew her gaze 
from his lightly freckled face to look at the information Alaine was 
writing down into the book. "I'm sorry, we only have a single 
available . " 

Before Alaine could protest Dean spoke up from besides her, the 
richness in his deep voice making the woman's knees buckle from 
behind the desk as he dug into his pocket and retrieved a hundred 
dollar bill. "We'll take it," he spoke as he handed the woman the 
money . 

"Here you go, " the woman half stuttered as she handed Dean the key 
with shaky fingers. "Enjoy your stay." 

Thanking the now flustered clerk Alaine then followed Dean out of the 
office and over to the room that they had no choice other than to 
share. Dean unlocked the door and stepped inside, flicking on the 
light switch as he tread into the room to throw their bags onto the 
neatly made king sized bed. 

"Okay, we have to set some rules here, " Alaine sternly spoke as she 
shut the door and removed her denim jacket, swinging it over the back 
of a wooden chair. 

"Rules?" Dean questioned, brow raised as he unzipped his duffel bag 
to retrieve his pistol. Alaine watched as he tucked it into the 
waistband of his denim jean, his shirt rising up to expose the smooth 



skin of his lower back. 


"I'll be taking the bed, you'll be taking the floor," she began, her 
voice sounding authoritative as she walked on over to him. 

Dean turned to face her, a small smile tugging at the corner of his 
lips as he adjusted his shirt to conceal his firearm. "Excuse 
me?" 


Brow raised Alaine folded her arms over her chest. "Is there a 
problem? " 

Hearing the seriousness in her voice Dean decided against making a 
smart joke and shook his head in response as he checked his pockets 
for his car keys. Turning his back to her Dean began to make his way 
over towards the front of the room. 

"I'm heading out for some grub, want anything?" he asked as he yanked 
the door wide open. Looking back at Alaine who had plopped down on 
the bed he saw her shake her head and with that he stepped outside, 
shutting the door close behind him before walking on over to his car 
and getting into the drivers seat. 

Alaine took advantage of Dean's absence to strip out of her clothing. 
Unzipping her duffel bag she rummaged through what little she had 
packed in search for something comfortable to sleep in when she 
realized that being in such a hurry to leave she had forgotten to 
pack what she always wore when she'd go to bed which was a simple 
over-sized sweat shirt. With a frustrated sigh she closed her bag 
back up, deciding she would just sleep in the clothes she had been 
previously wearing when an idea came to her. Dean's bag sat right 
beside hers at the foot of the bed. No bothering to think about it 
she opened it up and without having to dig through all its contents 
she came across a black cotton T-shirt she could throw on. After 
slipping it over her head she then clambered into the king sized bed 
and wrapped herself up into the sheets. Once she had rested her head 
over one of the pillows it was not too long after that she had fell 
into a profound state of slumber. 

Dean hadn't come back until several hours later. As he stepped 
through the front door his gaze searched the room for Alaine until 
they landed on the covered up figure in the bed. He took a quick 
glance at the clock on the wall which read ten past three. Kicking 
the door shut he then placed his half empty cup of coffee over the 
surface of the table before walking on over to the bed. 

"Alaine," he softly called out to her. He watched as she lightly 
stirred, her head turning from side to side before she deeply sighed. 
Realizing that wasn't going to work he reached out a hand to lightly 
touch her shoulder. He shook her gently a couple of times until her 
eyes fluttered open. 

"I got you some coffee," Dean smiled as he extended the cup he had 
got for her. With a groan Alaine rubbed at her eyes in attempt to 
bring her blurred vision into focus. 

"How long have I been asleep?" she asked as she pushed herself up 
into a sitting position. Taking the cup from Dean she thanked him and 
brought the rim up to her lips. 



"Not sure. I'd say four, five hours tops." 


Alaine lightly hummed in appreciation as she welcomed the warmth of 
the coffee. It was exactly was she needed to keep her alert for what 
was to come. 

"We'll be heading out as soon as it gets dark," Dean spoke as he 
moved to the foot of the bed. "I did some thorough research; this son 
of a bitch doesn't come out til the sun's down. No one's every seen 
him in broad daylight." 

"Dean Winchester doing research?" Alaine teased, a smirk tugging at 
the corners of her lips as she set her cup on the bedside table. "I 
guess you're not all brawn." 

Zipping open his duffel bag Dean began to look through it. 
"Sweetheart, I'm so much more than just brawn." 

"Apparently." Alaine pulled back the sheets as she swung her bare 
legs over the edge of the bed. From the corner of his eye all Dean 
saw was skin and immediately looked up from what he was doing. He 
watched as she got out of bed and placed a hand over her mouth to 
stiffle a yawn. 

"Is that mine?" Dean questioned, brow raised in surprise as he 
realized why the shirt she had on looked so oddly familiar to 
him. 

Pulling down on the hem Alaine smiled up at Dean. "Oh, right. Sorry 
about that." Snatching up her bag from the bed she waltzed her way 
over to the bathroom and shut the door. 


>"Do you have your gun?"<p> 

"Yes . " 

"You got enough rounds?" 

"Yeah. " 

"Do you-" 

"Dammit, Dean," Alaine interrupted with a grunt of annoyance. "This 
isn't my first hunt." 

"I'm just trying make sure you're not goin' in there 
half-cocked . " 

"Thanks for the concern, " she spoke as she finished up loading her 
shotgun with cartridges full of rock salt. "I'll be fine." Before 
Dean could say another word Alaine had already begun to make her way 
over to the house through the dark. 

With a sigh Dean slammed the trunk to his car close, holding his own 
shotgun tightly to his side as he lightly trailed behind Alaine. The 
sound of dirt crunching under heavy boots was the only audible noise 
throughout the night aside from the nearby crickets along with the 
rattling of big cargo trucks that drove past on the highway. Clicking 
his flashlight Dean shone the light on the main house. They were able 



to see how battered and broken down it was. The ceiling was caving 
in, the support beams were falling apart, the front door to the home 
hung on its broken hinges. 

"Looks like a tornado hit this place, " Dean spoke, following Alaine 
onto the creaking wooden boards of the front porch. With trepidation 
Dean followed Alaine into the foyer of the home, side-stepping over 
the gaping holes throughout the vast space. "I think we should split 
up, that way we'll cover more ground." 

Alaine nodded in agreement at Dean's offer. "I'll take the house, you 
can check out the horse corral . " 

"Call me if you run into trouble." 

Alaine watched as Dean made his way back outside then she herself 
proceeded to walk deeper into the home, shining her own flashlight 
around as she steadily walked down the hallway that lead to a parlor 
room. There laid an old rusted piano, along with broken pieces of 
furniture, a dusty rug and a portrait of the last family who 
inhabited the home. Tucking her flashlight under her arm Alaine knelt 
before the massive frame, dusting it off with the palm of her hand. 
She examined the faces of each family member. Everyone looked happy. 
They were all smiling; all except for one person. The young man in 
the painting wore a grim expression, misery being clearly noticeable 
on his face. She assumed that had to be the eldest son of the family. 
Just as Alaine rose to her feet there was a faint sound of the 
floorboards creaking in the nearby room. Being that she was the only 
one inside Alaine 's Hunter senses were on full alert as she raised 
her shotgun. She carefully made her way back into the hallway, 
checking both directions before she decided to move onto the back of 
the house. An eerie feeling began to settle over her as she continued 
to search every room she came across. Once she reached the stairs 
that lead to the second floor Alaine felt the hairs on the back of 
her neck stand on end as a sharp chill shot down her spine. The air 
around her became thick as she noticed the temperature drastically 
drop . 

"I know you're here you sick bastard," Alaine sternly spoke, taking 
light footsteps towards the front of the house when she suddenly felt 
a gust of wind shoot past her. Sharply turning around she slowly 
walked backwards, aiming her shotgun directly ahead. 

She tightly wrapped her finger around the trigger in anticipation as 
she halted her movements. "Show yourself!" she called out, her voice 
echoing throughout the entire house. Alaine 's eyes spread wide with 
fear as she felt the heavy breathing of someone behind her right in 
her ear. Closing her eyes for a brief moment she took a deep breath 
before hesitantly turning around, a look of utter shock spreading 
across her face as she came to realize that the story behind the 
haunting was completely false. 

"You, " she murmured, attempting to take a step back when its hands 
swiftly wrapped around her forearms. She quickly pulled the trigger 
and watched as the apparition quickly dissipated into a small mist of 
white fog. Cocking her shotgun Alaine went take a step when suddenly 
the floor beneath her gave way, the wood cracking and braking as she 
fell through. Her back hit the ground with a loud thud, the force of 
her fall knocking the wind out of her. Her weapon and flashlight had 
flown out of her hands and landed by a nearby rotting wooden barrel. 



A strangled groan escaped her as she attempted to turn her body to 
push herself up into a sitting position but every muscle in her body 
throbbed in agonizing pain. She cursed under her breath as she 
struggled to fish her cellphone out the pocket of her jacket. Turning 
on the screen she immediately searched for Dean's number and pressed 
the call button. 

"Did you run into trouble?" Dean's voice on the other line teased 
once he had picked up. 

Alaine coughed as she began to speak, feeling she couldn't properly 
breathe. "Dean, we're not dealing with Jeremiah's spirit. It's his 
son . " 

There was a short pause before Alaine heard Dean shuffling on the 
other end. "Well, that was unexpected." 

"Find his remains. Salt and burn them before he comes back." 

"Are you alright?" Dean asked, concern being audible in his rough 
voice . 

"I fell through the floor, ended up down in the wine cellar. I'll be 
okay . " 

Alaine briefly repeated to Dean the exact location of where the 
stockman had buried the entire family, reminding Dean there wasn't 
much time before he appeared again. With a grunt Alaine pushed 
herself up onto her feet, ignoring the searing pain she felt shoot 
from the side of her head. Using the light from her phone she scanned 

the ground in search for her shotgun when all of a sudden she was 

slammed backwards into the wall. In an instant there were a pair of 
icy cold hands wrapped tightly around her neck, constricting her wind 
pipe and causing her to gasp for breath. She stared into the 
bloodshot eyes of the young man before her as she struggled to remain 
conscious, her hands shoving at the solid spirit in attempt to free 
herself from his grasp. Tears sprung to her eyes as his grip on her 
throat tightened further. The ghost snarled in satisfaction as it saw 
the light begin to go out of Alaine 's eyes. Her hands dropped to her 
sides as her body became limp. This was it, she thought to herself. 
She was going to die by the hands of a ghost. The last living member 

of her family, she never expected to die so soon. Just as she began 

to lose all thought she was released and she collapsed onto the 
floor. She immediately began to violently cough as air made its way 
back into her lungs. Through clouded eyes she watched as the 
apparition shrieked in pain as it burst into flames and completely 
vanished. It hadn't been her first near to death encounter but it had 
been by far one of the worst. 

"Alaine!" Dean shouted as he kicked open the door to the cellar. 
Running down the wooden stairs he frantically shone his light around 
in search for her when he caught glimpse of a hunched over figure 
over to the far right. He hurriedly made his way over to her, bending 
down and wrapping his hand around her arm. 

"What took you so long, " she snapped as she struggled to regain her 
strength to stand. "I almost died." 


Helping her to her feet Dean blew out a breath of relief as he threw 
his arm around her waist and slowly guided her over to the stairs. 



"Yeah, almost." 


>Back at the motel Alaine sat in a chair at the table as Dean 
rummaged through a medical kit. He pulled out gauze along with a 
small bottle of alcohol and cotton balls. Twisting off the cap to the 
bottle he lightly soaked the cotton ball then turned in his seat to 
face Alaine. <p> 

"This is gonna burn, " he warned her before leaning in and beginning 
to clean the small gash on her left temple. 

Alaine winced as she hissed in pain and moved her head away. "That 
hurts, " she whined, slapping away his hand. 

"Of course it's gonna hurt," Dean spoke, his eyes narrowing in 
irritation as he went to reach for her wound again. "You need to hold 
still . " 

With a frustrated sigh Alaine folded her arms over her chest. 

"Fine . " 

Dean leaned in closer as he gently wiped away the dry blood that 
surrounded her gash, his brow furrowing as he concentrated on the 
task at hand. Alaine couldn't help but stare at his perfectly formed 
mouth and wonder what his lips would feel like pressed against hers. 
The last time they were that close to one another she felt the 
attraction that had been there between the two all those years ago 
and questioned to herself if he felt it too. She began to study his 
features. Everything seemed to be the same from when she last saw him 
except for the fact that he had wonderfully aged like a good quality 
bottle of expensive Scotch. Wrinkles began to lightly form on his 
forehead. She could see what years of misery and pain had done to his 
once luminous chartreuse eyes. They didn't posses the same vibrant 
color they had all those years ago. They still managed to take her 
breath away but she could feel a darkness within them every time she 
managed to stare for longer than just a few seconds. Her eyes scanned 
over the rest of his face. There were a few small scars here and 
there but she found him as gorgeous as ever. Although he seemed to be 
in one piece on the outside Alaine knew very well that he was falling 
apart inside. She was amazed at the fact that after everything he'd 
been through his sanity still remained intact. His strength to keep 
pushing forward was admirable and it reminded her of herself. She had 
been through her own handful of tragedies but managed to still 
continue to fight. The thought of there being peace throughout the 
world someday gave her hope and that hope is what she clung to for 
dear life. Life for her wasn't going to get any better but she had 
made peace with her past a long time ago. She accepted that her 
family was gone and her job was to finish what they had started, in 
honor of their memory. 

"All done, " Dean spoke, leaning back and tossing the blood soaked 
cotton ball onto the table. He ripped open the gauze packet, gently 
placing it over her wound. He instructed her to hold it in place as 
he taped it down with medical tape. 

She gave Dean a small smile as she watched him stand to his feet and 
push the chair back into place. "Thanks." 

"Sure thing," he said as he returned her smile. "I'll let you shower 



first, just don't take too long." 


With a light chuckle Alaine cautiously rose to her feet, peeling off 
her jacket and throwing it onto the chair before she snatched up her 
duffle bag and made her way into the bathroom. She showered as 
quickly as she could, washing herself along with her hair thoroughly. 
Dressing herself into a clean pair of underwear she slipped on the 
shirt she had taken from Dean's bag earlier that day, being thankful 
that he had let her keep it. After wringing her hair dry and toweling 
it off she then stepped back into the room which to her surprise was 
empty. She assumed Dean had went out for some air and didn't think 
much of it. Climbing into bed she pulled the sheets over herself as 
she nuzzled her head into one of the pillows. A wave of exhaustion 
washed over her as her tensed body relaxed into the mattress. 

Just as Alaine had suspected Dean had went out for some air. He stood 
just outside the room, his cellphone in his hand as he dialed Sam's 
number for the third time and only getting his voice mail. This time 
he decided upon leaving him a message. 

"Sam, listen. I know you're mad and I don't have the right to take 
that from you but can you blame me for what I did? I couldn't let you 
die, Sammy. You've gotta realize that we're all we've got. Ain't no 
one else gonna look out for you like I do . In this messed up world 
it's just you and me, man. We can get through this together. You 
wanna find Gadreel? Fine, let's go find him. You wanna seek revenge 
on that son of a bitch? I'll help you. Don't do this alone. You need 
backup- you need me. We're brothers, and no matter what goes down 
between us we'll always be brothers." 

With a sigh Dean pressed the end button after recording his message 
into Sam's voice mail. He hoped that he would come to his senses and 
realize that everything he said was true. Shoving his phone back into 
his coat pocket Dean decided on going back inside. Once he was in the 
room he locked the door and began to remove his clothing. He was too 
spent to bother taking a shower and made a mental note to take one in 
the morning. He tossed his jacket, flannel shirt and jean over the 
back of a chair as he placed his boots by the door. He turned off the 
light before he quietly made his was over to the bed. He went to pick 
up one of the pillows so he could sleep on the floor when Alaine 's 
voice softly spoke to him. 

"You can lay down on the bed, " she murmured, looking up at Dean who 
stood at the other end in nothing but his black t-shirt and boxer 
briefs. "I don't mind sharing." She watched as he climbed into the 
bed, the mattress dipping with the weight of his body as he adjusted 
himself to lay on his back with the sheets thrown over his torso. He 
deeply sighed as he closed his eyes, feeling himself begin to slowly 
fall unconscious. 

"Dean, " Alaine quietly whispered from beside him as her eyelids began 
to drop. 

"Hmm?" 


"Goodnight, " she said, her voice trailing off as she, without 
realization, drifted off to sleep. 


4 . Chapter 4 



The obnoxious blaring of a cell phone ringing in the distance awoke 
Alaine from her slumber, her eyes fluttering open but then 
immediately shutting close. From the window the intense sunlight 
beamed through the drawn curtains, brightly illuminating the entire 
room which forced Alaine to shield her face. She waited a few moments 

before she peeked her eyes open again then begun to rub at them in 

attempt to bring her hazy vision into focus. Once she was fully alert 
she came into realization that Dean's phone had been what startled 
her awake. With a sigh she turned to face him, her arm outstretching 
to touch him but she stopped herself as her eyes fell on his face. 

His once hardened features were softened; his chiseled jaw laid 
relaxed as his sculptured lips were parted to accommodate his shallow 
breaths. He laid on his side with an arm tightly clutching a pillow 
to his chest as his face rested against it; she could see there was a 
good amount of distance between them. She half expected to wake up 
with Dean wrapped all around here yet she wasn't surprised to see he 

was on the other side of the bed. She glanced on over to the 

nightstand to see that the digital clock read ten past nine. Pushing 
herself up onto one arm she lazily sat upright, swinging her legs 
over the side of the bed as she pulled the sheets away from her body. 
She closed her eyes as she yawned and stretched her arms above her 
head. As she was about to climb out of bed she felt light movement 
coming from behind her and she turned her head to see Dean beginning 
to wake up. He groaned, shifting to lay on his back as he dug the 
heel of his hand into his eyes. 

"What time is it?" he croaked, his voice coming out in a hoarse 
whisper as he scratched at the stubble on his face. 

"Nine . " 

Another groan came from Dean as he dropped his arm back down onto the 
bed. "Why does it feel like I never get enough sleep?" 

"Probably because you don't," she responded as she stood from the 
bed. She reached for her duffel bag that sat on the floor by the 
nightstand, grabbing hold of it and tossing it onto the bed. 

Unzipping it, she fished out a plain navy blue t-shirt along with a 
pair of jeans, a clean bra and a pair of socks. 

Dean yawned as he uncovered himself and pushed himself to a sitting 
position. "I'd kill for a full nights sleep where I can wake up the 
next day and not feel like I've been crushed by a steam 
roller . " 

"Well that makes two of us, " Alaine chuckled as she pulled on her 
jeans, zipping them up and buttoning them close. 

With a grunt Dean climbed out of bed and scratched at the back of his 
head as he padded his way on over towards the bathroom. 

Alaine quickly removed the shirt she had on, changing into the one 
she pulled out from her bag after she put on her bra and socks. 

Taking out her toothbrush along with toothpaste she rounded the foot 
of the bed and waltzed into the bathroom, not bothering to knock on 
the door. 


Dean's head snapped around to look behind him at Alaine who stepped 
up to the two sided sink, not paying him any attention. 



"Seriously? You don't knock?" he asked, brow raised. 


Turning on the faucet she began to brush her teeth, shrugging her 
shoulders in response to Dean's question. 

"Looks like someone doesn't have any manners," he scoffed with a 
smile as he flushed the toilet and walked up beside her to wash his 
hands in the other sink before reentering the bedroom to get his 
duffel bag. Taking out a clean set of clothes, toothbrush, toothpaste 
and hair product he wandered back into the bathroom, moving past her 
and stepping up to the shower. As he began to undress himself, Alaine 
turned off the running water, drying her hands and face on a clean 
hand towel by the sink before she ducked out of the bathroom and 
closed the door behind her. 

Dean quickly showered and hastily dressed himself into a denim button 
down with a gray t-shirt, boots, and jeans. After brushing his teeth 
and styling his hair he stepped back into the bedroom. 

Alaine sat at the the edge of the bed, rummaging through her bag as 
he walked past her to retrieve his duffle from the floor. 

"Before I forget, you got a call this morning," she spoke up. 

Dean's head shot up to look at her. "From who?" he asked, 
sternly . 

"Don't know, I didn't answer it." 

In three steps he went from standing at the foot of the bed to 
standing by the bedside table where his phone sat. Picking it up, he 
checked through the call history to see he had one missed call from 
an unknown number. He half wondered if it could have been Sam calling 
him. He pressed the number then raised the phone to his ear. It rang 
three times before someone picked up. At first, all Dean could hear 
was the sound of someone shuffling around until a voice came flowing 
through the speaker of the phone. 

"Hello, Dean . " 

Rubbing at his forehead. Dean sighed. "Hey, Cas . " 

It had been quite a while since they had spoke. Castiel had gone off 
in search of Gadreel in belief he could help him get to Metatron. 
Weeks had passed since Dean had heard a word from his angel friend, 
he saw it as it being slightly strange that he had decided to contact 
him now. 

"I have word that Metatron is attempting to raise an army to overtake 
Heaven. Gadreel is still nowhere to be found." 

"Figures he'd go off the radar after what happened. Sam went off to 
look for him . " 

"Alone? " 

"Yeah, " Dean sighed. 

"And you didn't attempt to stop him?" 



"There was nothin' I could do. He was set on going solo, I had no 
choice but to let him." 

"Dean, this is not good, he doesn't know what he's up against. You 
have to find him." 

"Sam made it pretty clear that he wants nothin' to do with me, he'd 
do a helluva good job to cover his tracks so I wont find 
him. " 

"Leave it to me then. I should be able to track him easily. I'll call 
when I find him." 

Dean went to speak again but the line had already went dead. With a 
scoff, he plopped himself down onto the bed, clutching the phone in 
one hand as the other rested flat against his thigh. Things were 
starting to get bad. With all of the fallen angels roaming the earth 
and Metatron set on becoming God, nothing good was sure to come out 
of it. He worried for his brothers safety. Being that his job had 
always been to look out for him. Dean wouldn't forgive himself if 
something were to happen to him. 

"Dean?" Alaine called out from behind him. Reaching out a hand, she 
placed her palm over his broad shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. 
"You okay?" 

Dean sighed, sitting upright and rubbing at the back of his neck. 
"Yeah, I'm good. Let's get going." 

Standing to his feet, he grabbed up his bag and double checked to 
make sure all of his things were inside before making his way over to 
the door and snatching up his car keys from on top of the 
table . 

Alaine ignored the fact that he had brushed off her touch, not 
thinking much of it as it was pretty evident that something had got 
him upset. She didn't bother to ask him what, she didn't try to 
question who it had been that called, she left it at that. Following 
him out the motel room with her belongings in her hand, she rounded 
the back of the Impala, tossing her duffle bag into the trunk and 
shutting it close. After settling herself into her seat next to him. 
Dean started up the car and backed out of the parking space before 
making an L-turn onto the empty street and driving off. 

"So, where off to next?" she asked after sitting in absolute silence 
for several minutes. 

Dean kept his eyes glued on the road in front of him, responding to 
her question without giving her the slightest glance. "You're goin' 
back to the Bunker." 

Alaine 's brows furrowed. "What do you mean I'm going back to the 
Bunker? " 

"There's some stuff I gotta take care of, _alone_. " 

She scoffed as she leaned back in her seat, folding her arms over her 
chest and staring out the window. "You can't always do everything by 
yourself. There's going to come a time when you'll need someones 



help-" 

"Well, I don't need yours," Dean clipped, a hint of frustration being 
noticeable in his tone. "I don't need you runnin' around all up in my 
business. Just stay at the Bunker 'til I get back." 

Alaine decided against arguing with Dean. She hated being kept out of 
the loop; she wanted to help out to the best of her ability. What use 
could she be of if she was always kept locked away. 

"Fine . " 

With a sigh. Dean turned to look at her. "I'm sorry, okay? I just - I 
gotta try to find Sam. There's a lot goin' on that you won't 
understand, I wouldn't want you to get caught up in all this mess. It 
can get real ugly, real quick. You wanna help? Keep yourself alive. 
You're no good to me dead." 

"Dean," Alaine went to speak, but was cut off short. 

"We were friends once, right?" 

Alaine glanced over to see he was looking at her intently. She began 
to think back on all those years ago. In the short time period they 
had known one another, they had built a unique friendship, a solid 
trust in each other. "Yes." 

"In this life, you're lucky to have a family, or friends. Aside from 
Sam, there really ain't anybody left for me to care about. Everyone 
we've ever been close to is pretty much gone because of us. My 
brother and I- we got a lot on our plate, I'm sure you've heard some 
of the stories other Hunters like passin' around. Anyone that gets 
too close ends up dead. I don't want you gettin' all wrapped out in 
our mess because it always ends up bad." Dean paused for a moment, 
his eyes locking with Alaine 's briefly before he turned to look back 
at the road. "So could you just promise me you'll stay safe?" 

Alaine blinked a few times. She had been caught slightly off guard by 
the amount of concern he was showing for her well being. Her eyes 
stayed fixed on his hardened features. She now got a small idea of 
where they stood; they we're friends, and that was good enough for 
her. Smiling, she looked away. "Sure thing. Dean." 

Alaine found herself alone in the Bunker for five days, whilst Dean 
went off to resolve his unknown business. He gave her cash for 
whatever she needed and told her to make sure she's not followed 
whenever leaving or going back to the Bunker. He gave her a small set 
of rules, and Alaine assured him she was capable of holding down the 
fort on her own while he was away. 

Half reluctant to leave. Dean handed her a spare angel blade, his 
hand lingering over hers as he intently stared down at her. "This is 
for defense; works on angels and demons. You use this if you run into 
trouble. Do not hesitate to-" 

"Dean, " Alaine smiled, taking the blade from him and placing it over 
the table in the library. "I'll be fine. Now go, before you end up 
not leaving at all." 

There was a quick flash of an unknown emotion in Dean's bright eyes; 



as quick as it was there, it was gone, leaving Alaine curious as to 
what it was he was thinking. 


"Alright, " he spoke, looking away from her and snatching up his 
duffle bag. He stood before her for a second, then with a small nod, 
he turned on his heels and made his way towards the iron staircase. 

He tossed the strap of his bag over his shoulder and quickly ascended 
the steps, the resonant sound of the iron door slamming shut seconds 
later echoing loudly. 

With a sigh, Alaine glanced down at the table. She picked up the 
angel blade in her hand, holding it firmly in her grasp and studying 
it. It was her first time ever seeing one. She was well aware of the 
angels falling from Heaven; she didn't know why. The news had spread 
through the Hunters network like a wildfire. Angels were popping up 
all over the place, inhabiting vessels, some creating miracles all 
throughout the world while others chose to wreak havoc. Humanity was 
in danger and it was up to people like Sam and Dean to save them from 
utter destruction. Alaine was frustrated; she wanted to take part in 
it. She wanted to be of aid to the Winchesters and fight alongside 
them. She had been Hunting since she was eight and had a significant 
amount of skill and experience to be able to handle whatever was 
thrown at her. She never got stuck in a situation where it was too 
much for her to bare. She was more than capable of looking after 
herself. In some cases. Hunters would call her and ask her for help 
whenever they were in a bind and she was proud that other people 
recognized her abilities. Although she was merely a woman, she was 
considered to be one of the best female Hunters out there and she had 
her father to thank for that for raising her the way that he did. 
Starting at such a young age, he taught both her and her brother all 
that he knew. He brought them up to be just as smart as he was. They 
knew all there was to know about what went bump in the night. Alaine, 
being the oldest, made sure she set an example. She tried her best to 
be her younger brother's role model. After their father passed away, 
they both agreed to honor and respect his dying wish for them to 
continue where he left off. They traveled the country, side by side, 
protecting each other and fighting the good fight against evil and it 
went on that way for years until things took a turn for the worse on 
one fateful night. Her and her brother had been out hunting demons 
and ended up being surrounded by a group of thirteen of them at an 
abandoned church in Louisiana. They were all out of holy water and 
although they managed to trap three of them, ten others still 
remained. With their backs against the wall, Alaine thought they had 
no choice but to fight their way out. She was willing to go down 
swinging as long as she had her brother there by her side but he had 
thought otherwise. A friend of theirs had tagged along on the hunt in 
case they needed backup. Instead of asking him to fight, Alaine 's 
brother ordered him to take her to safety. She objected, not wanting 
to leave him on his own but he commanded her to leave. Knowing she 
wasn't going to retreat without a fight, he had struck her in the 
head with the butt of his gun, knocking her unconscious and with an 
ache in his heart, he watched as their friend carried her away. After 
a couple of hours, she had finally came to and the first words out of 
her mouth came in the form of a question; She asked for her brother. 
With a solemn look, her friend regretfully expressed to her that 
although he fought the best he could, he had been killed by the 
demons. At that very moment, she had felt her world come undone. He 
continued to speak, relating to her what her brothers last wish, 
which was for him to stay with her and protect her but she hadn't 
heard a single word he had spoken. All she could think about and feel 



is pain; the pain of losing the last living relative she had, the 
last person in the world that she truly loved. Her demeanor had 
changed after that night, and for years she ruthlessly hunted down 
whatever creature or malignant force crossed her path. It wasn't 
vengeance, but an attempt for her to find a way to cope with her 
loss. For a short time, her friend stood by her, watching over her 
and being there whenever she needed a hand or a shoulder to cry on 
but as time had passed, she grew colder. She harshly pushed him out 
of her life, no longer wanting his pity or empathy. She chose to just 
be alone, it was what she thought was best for her. She withdrew into 
herself, blocking out emotions or thoughts of her past and focused on 
the job. Whenever she'd get stuck for weeks without a case, she'd 
drown herself in whiskey and beer to numb away the pain and 
loneliness. She'd think 'It can only get worse from here, ' but one 
day she realized that her pain wasn't as profound as she thought. 

Dean Winchester, the warrior, the man whom had stopped the 
Apocalypse, who had fought and lost and yet still continued to fight. 
Just when she felt like giving up, she begins to hear the stories of 
a person she once knew and was thrown aback to hear of the man he had 
become several years later. The young boy she had fallen for as a 
girl was now a rugged, feared and dangerously intimidating Hunter 
which people who didn't know him all thought was a force to be 
reckoned with. She marveled as his determination, at his striking 
perseverance to pull through. The man had literally gone to hell, yet 
he seemed to be still in one piece psychologically . He had fought 
Lucifer and the Archangels, he had destroyed the Leviathans; the man 
was a living legend and was admired by some but feared by many. 
Hearing about all that he had been through had given her just the 
amount of strength she needed to pick herself back up and trudge 
onwards. She was silently proud to be able to say that she knew him. 
Never would she had imagined that the goofy, bright eyed young boy 
she had once been friends with would grow up to be the awe inspiring 
man that he was, but when she looked at him now she could see the 
truth behind all the stories; the man was badly damaged. She knew 
what pain looked like from seeing her own reflection in the mirror 
day by day and he was experiencing it in the worst ways. He'd try to 
store it away, keep it all bottled up in reluctance to deal with his 
errors and failures. She could tell that he saw himself as a villain 
instead of a hero and it pained her. If only he knew just how she saw 
him, maybe he'd be willing to see himself through her eyes. She cared 
for him a great deal and reuniting once again made her realize just 
how lonely she had been for all those years. She had lived without so 
much as a few exchange of words with people she came across. She 
didn't mingle or try to get to know anyone. She didn't try to make 
new friends. She refrained from unnecessary interactions and never 
stayed in once place for too long to allow anyone to try to make 
their way into her life somehow. She had been a lone wolf for so long 
that she had completely forgotten what it felt like to have a genuine 
conversation with someone. She had forgotten how relaxing it was to 
be in the company of someone and to just be herself. It was like a 
breath of fresh air and she finally knew what she had been missing - 
a true friend. 

After a long five days. Dean finally had returned to the Bunker, 
sadly, empty handed. He had went out in search for his brother but to 
no avail. He met up with Castiel along the way but their encounter 
had been brief. He had no new information about Metatron and Gadreel 
was still in the wind. Castiel had still been searching for Sam on 
his own but was having trouble locating him. He assured Dean he would 
continue to look and would contact him with news of his brother. 



He was tired, moody, and wanted nothing more than to pass out on his 
bed but he had a strange feeling something awaited him at the Bunker. 
His last conversation with Alaine had seemed kind of weird. He had 
called her to check up on her and to let her know he was on his way 
back but she had begun to ask him questions like how long it would 
take for him to get home, what were his choice meals and drinks and 
several other questions that sounded a bit off to him. 

'Maybe she had been trying to make conversation, ' he thought to 
himself, choosing to disregard her sudden interest in him, but when 
he stepped into the Bunker and made his way into the library he was 
utterly surprised by what he saw before him. 

"You gotta be friggin' kidding," he gaped as he dropped his duffle 
onto a nearby chair. 

His eyes fell onto the table that had been set with a warm plate of 
pan seared ribeye steak, seasoned mashed potatoes, creamed corn, and 
a biscuit with a nice six pack of beer placed to the side. 

"Am I dead, because this sure must be heaven, " he scoffed as his mind 
tried to process what his baffled eyes were looking at. 

Alaine had been standing at the opposite end of the table with a wide 
grin spread across her face. "I thought a nice surprise might do you 
some good . " 

He looked down at the food once more, taking a huge whiff of the 
mouthwatering smell that surrounded him before looking back at her. 
"Did you make all this?" 

"Aren't you glad I moved in?" she rhetorically asked as she rounded 
the table and walked on over to him. "You don't have to worry about 
ever going hungry with me around." 

"This is unbelievable," he chuckled. "I mean - I never would've 
imagined this is what you had planned when askin' me all those 
questions over the phone earlier. You really know to surprise a 
guy . " 

"You deserve a little break so why not be able to enjoy a nice home 
cooked meal from time to time?" 

He looked down at her. She had been staring up at him with the most 
contagious giddy expression on her face and Dean couldn't help but 
ridiculously grin in return. 

"You sure are something special, Lainey." 

"I'll take that as a 'thank you, '" she laughed as he patted her on 
the shoulder and went on to plop down onto one of the chairs. 

He wasted no time, quickly shedding his jacket and rolling up his 
sleeves before picking up his utensils. Stabbing the fork into the 
steak, he cut himself a nice thick piece and shoved it into his 
mouth, slowly chewing to make sure her savored every spice and 
seasoning . 

"Wow, " he muttered through a mouthful of food as he closed his eyes 



and relished the taste of it. 


Alaine pulled out a chair and sat across from him. Grabbing up a beer 
from the six pack she twisted off the cap and leaned back in her 
seat. "Is it good?" 

"Mmhm, " he hummed in content as he cut himself another piece of 
steak . 

She sat back and watched as he happily ate. He dug into the mashed 
potatoes, took a bite out of the biscuit, ate some of the creamed 
corn, and with every taste he got he'd let out what sounded like 
sexually noises of bliss which meant to her that he was really 
enjoying the food. 

"Where the hell did you learn how to cook like this?" he asked as he 
momentarily looked up from his plate. 

"Over the years I realized that preparing my own meals every now and 
then instead of constantly wasting money on take-out was the right 
choice; it's healthier, inexpensive, and taste way better so I 
decided to teach myself how to work magic in the kitchen." 

His brows raised as a smirk tugged at the corners of his lips. "Well, 
I just might have to marry you after this because this is just 
amazing . " 

"You haven't seen anything yet," she smiled. 

Dean's head tilted in curiosity as he set his utensils down. "You got 
somethin' else up your sleeve?" 

Taking a sip from her beer bottle, she pointed over to a round 
covered baking pan in the center of the table that he hadn't noticed 
until then. 

"What's that?" he asked. 

"Open it up and see." 

With eagerness. Dean reached for the pan, removing the lid and Alaine 
watched as his eyes lit up and a full blown smile swept across his 
face . 

"No friggin' way." He couldn't believe what his eyes were seeing. 

"You baked me a pie?" 

She chuckled as he turned to look at her with a stunned expression on 
his face. 

"It's no ordinary pie. I put my blood, sweat and tears into making 
that thing perfect . " 

Dean laughed, the genuine sound making her feel a sense of 
accomplishment . "Cornin' home to all this after bein' out on the road 
for days is any man's dream come true. I gotta say, it feels like 
I've won the friggin' lotto." 

"Take it as a gesture of gratitude for letting me stay here, " Alaine 
said . 



"Hey, " he said with a chuckle as he reached for a beer from the six 
pack. "_Mi casa es su casa_. You can stay for as long as you 
like. " 

The two spent the rest of the evening drinking and unwinding. After 
Dean had finished his meal and enjoyed a delicious slice of cherry 
pie, he helped Alaine clean up. He cleared the table, storing away 
the pie into the fridge and washing the dishes as she cleared away 
the rest of the kitchen. Once they were done, he made his way back 
into the library and picked up the six pack. 

"What do you say we hang out in my room?" he offered with a grin. 
"After we finish up these beers I got a nice bottle of whiskey we can 
crack open." 

"Is this you trying to get me drunk so I'll sleep with you?" she 
asked with a skeptical smile. 

Dean's face flushed. "No. That's not what a€" I mean, unless you'd 
want to . " 

"It's gonna take way more than just a few drinks to get me to have 
sex with you. I admire your effort though," she laughed as she took 
the six pack from his hand. "I'm not your typical girl, but I'll take 
you up on that offer." 

They made their way through the Bunker towards his room and Alaine 
was surprised by his choice of decorations. She looked over the many 
weapons he had mounted up on his wall; from pistols to a sawed off 
shotgun and a rather weird looking blade which seemed to be made out 
of a sharp rock. Over on the desk he had his laptop, a few books and 
some clothes thrown over the back of the chair. His bed was neatly 
made with the corners of the sheets tucked in a single pillow 
perfectly placed atop it. For a man, he was surprisingly neat, which 
was different from what she knew of him back when they had been 
young . 

"Well I'll be damned," she scoffed as she stepped through the 
doorway. "Looks like someone finally learned the meaning of 
cleanliness . " 

Trailing behind her. Dean entered his room and immediately headed 
over towards his bed to plop down onto the mattress. "Come on, I was 
kid. Cleaning was the least of my interests, I was more into other 
things . " 

"Yeah, were girls and guns under your category of 'other things? '"she 
jokingly asked as she went to place the six pack down onto the 
night stand . 

Reaching down, he undid the laces to his boots and kicked them off 
before removing his flannel shirt. With only a black tee and his 
light washed jeans on, he adjusted himself to sit with his back 
resting up against the headboard and his long outstretched legs 
crossed at the ankles. 

"Sounds about right, " he smiled as he grabbed up a beer and twisted 
off the cap. "I was goin' through it. I mean a€" puberty? Man, it was 
the worst . " 



Grabbing a bottle of her own, Alaine moved over towards the foot of 
the bed and sat herself down. She unzipped her boots and slipped them 
off before shifting to sit facing Dean with her legs crossed and her 
beer in her lap. 

"It couldn't have been that bad," she chuckled. 

"Trust me, it wasn't pleasant. There were some good times like when 
the pitch in my voice finally dropped a note but between the whole 
breaking out, the B.O and uncontrollable erections, those few years 
were just torture." 

Alaine let out a laugh as she screwed off the cap to her beer. "That 
sure explains a lot. If I remember correctly, you were just dying to 
get laid . " 

"Hormones, man," he scoffed. "I'm fellin' you. It was up, it was 
down, it was up for no damn reason. I actually went an entire day 
with a hard on and was scared because I thought somethin' was 
seriously wrong with me." 

"At least what you went through lasted for a short period of time. 
Twenty-two years later and I'm still getting my time of the month, 
every month." 

Dean grimaced as he took a chug from his beer. "Sounds like you must 
be goin' through hell." 

"Although it's been a long time since I've been with somebody, I 
started taking birth control around my mid twenties to try to ease my 
suffering, and I have to say, it's been working ever since." 

"Wait, " he spoke up, his brows raising as he adjusted one of his 
legs, bending it at the knee and placing his foot flat on the bed to 
be able to lean his upper body forward. "When's the last time you 
slept around?" 

"Way to word it nicely. Dean, " Alaine scoffed with a shake of her 
head . 

"Sorry, didn't mean it that way. How long has it been since your last 
hook up?" 

Alaine 's facial expression went blank as she stared back at Dean. 

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you." 

"Try me . " 

She took in a deep breath and sighed. "Nineteen years." 

Dean's eyes widened with shock as he looked at her expressionless 
face. "You're kidding, right?" he asked with a chuckle. 

"I'm being absolutely serious," she deadpanned. 

"There ain't no way you've gone that long without sleeping with 
someone," he spoke. "Nineteen years is a helluva long time, have you 
at least allowed a guy to get to third base?" 



"To be honest, no one's ever gotten past first." 


Dean's mouth fell wide open as he looked at her in disbelief. "Not 
even a small touch here and there?" 

"I just wasn't interested in any of that," she responded with a small 
shrug. "Unlike most women, I've never really been all that into sex. 

I always thought it interfered with me focusing on Hunting so I 
stayed away from it all together." 

"This is the first time I've ever heard anyone say somethin' like 
that. Don't you ever get the urge?" 

Alaine smiled. "The thought's crossed my mind a few times, but it 
isn't strong enough to bend my will into taking my clothes off and 
spreading my legs . " 

"I gotta say, I admire that," he grinned as he raised the rim of the 
bottle up to his mouth. 

"You do?" she asked. 

"Heck yeah. Not a lot of women can say that, and the fact that you're 
one of the few out there that actually respects herself enough to not 
let a man like me come along and get into your pants is somethin' you 
should definitely be proud of." 

Alaine 's eyes widened with shock at his honest response. "And here I 
thought you were gonna make fun of me or say some kind of grotesque 
joke . " 

"Do you really think that lowly of me?" he asked, a hint of 
seriousness being audible in his tone. 

"Let's just say my opinion of you is changing," she replied with a 
wide smile. 

With a shrug of his shoulders. Dean extended the arm that held the 
beer towards her and motioned for her to make a toast. 

"That's good enough for me. Here's to being celibate; may you forever 
hold on to your strength to fight away middle aged pervs . " 

Laughing, Alaine raised her bottle and clinked it against his. "Amen 
to that . " 


5 . Chapter 5 

It had been three months since Sam's departure and not so much as a 
word had been heard from him. His brother attempted to locate him 
several times with the help of Castiel but the angel warding sigils 
that had been carved into his ribs a few years back made it damn near 
impossible for him to be found. Whilst the elder Winchester continued 
his job as a hunter, the angel assisted him by proceeding with the 
search on his own. Dean had begun to realize that maybe Sam didn't 
want to be found, that maybe he just needed some space to himself and 
that all he could do in the meantime was hope that his brother was 
still in one piece. 



After a long four days out on a case in Wyoming, both he and Alaine 
were drained. It had been non-stop hunting since she had moved into 
the bunker, and although she wasn't one to complain, she was secretly 
yearning for a break from all the chaos. In the time she had been 
living with Dean, they had somewhat grown closer to the point that 
the two were now undoubtedly comfortable around one another. They'd 
joke, they'd laugh, they'd argue; it was as if their friendship 
kicked back up from where it had been left off all those years ago. 
The pair shared an inexplicable bond, a bond that had been born from 
the moment both had abnegated their virginities to one another as 
young teenagers. Now in their mid thirties, they've found each other 
again and it was as if no time had passed at all. 

Sitting in a chair in the library in silence, Alaine quietly ate a 
bowl of cereal she had poured herself just minutes after coming back 
in from the hunt. It was after eight p.m and she was eating breakfast 
for dinner which was just how she liked it. She had picked up the 
bowl in her hands and began to sip from the leftover milk when Dean 
casually walked in. 

"Hey, " he called out to her as he strode over towards the 
table . 

Looking up at him through her dark lashes, she raised her brows in 
question as he stepped up to her chair. 

Placing one palm flat over the table and the other on the back of her 
chair, he cleared his throat as he slightly leaned down to look at 
her . 

"So. I was thinking - it's been awhile since we've done somethin'' 
fun, what do you say we go out?" 

Alaine set her bowl down and leaned back in her seat. "Dean, we 
_just_ got back; I'm exhausted." 

"Oh, come on. We could really use a break, and I'm kind of in the 
mood to play some pool." 

"Can't you just go yourself?" Alaine asked, a hint of protest being 
noticeable in her tired voice. 

Dean smirked "I can, but I'd rather you tag along. And besides, you 
gotta give me a shot to win back the money I lost in our last 
game . " 

Alaine stared at him for several long seconds, her brows furrowed 
slightly in thought. "Okay. Fine," she sighed as she tiredly rubbed 
at her face. "I'll go." 

Standing upright with a smile. Dean patted her on the shoulder before 
turning to walk away. "Awesome, I'll go get the car. Meet me outside 
in ten . " 

Alaine softly grunted as she rose from her seat and stretched her 
arms above her head, letting out a small yawn. She was definitely 
tired, but she couldn't help but grin mischievously at the thought of 
beating Dean in another game of pool; this time around she was going 
to strip his wallet bare. She decided to go to her room and quickly 
change into something different. Taking off her cotton button down 



shirt, she slipped on a charcoal colored halter top along with her 
favorite black leather jacket and let her hair loose from its high 
ponytail to flow down her back in soft waves. She gave herself a 
quick once over in the small mirror before exiting her room and 
making her way outside. 

Dean had just gotten the Impala out from the garage and was pulling 
up in front of the entrance to the bunker when Alaine came through 
the iron door, letting it slam shut behind her before skipping up the 
cement steps and making her way over towards the car. She yanked the 
passenger door open and he watched as she plopped down into the seat 
with a small huff and settled herself next to him. 

"Did you change?" he asked, his body turning to face her as his eyes 
looked her over. 

"I just threw on a different shirt and fixed my hair." 

He stared at her for a moment; his gaze was fixed onto her as he 
briefly studied her subtle yet flawless features. He found himself 
oddly captivated by the simplicity of her beauty; all the woman had 
done was slightly alter her appearance, yet the small change had 
caught his eye and him staring at her like a complete idiot. 

Realizing that he must've had a stupid look on his face, he abruptly 
turned his head away to look out ahead of him. "Uh, looks good, " he 
murmured in response as he shifted in his seat. 

Alaine 's brow arched in curiosity as she noticed his cheeks became 
slightly flushed. With a small smile, she moved to sit back as Dean 
took his foot off the break and began to drive off. They debated for 
several minutes as to where they'd go when they both agreed upon a 
local dive bar they've visited once before that was just a couple 
towns over. When Dean pulled the Impala into the parking lot, he was 
surprised to see just how empty it was. From a couple beat up cars to 
eight Harley bikes lined up at the front; it was a Friday night and 
the place was pretty vacant. 

"Looks like lucks on our side, " Dean spoke up over the blaring rock 
music playing in the background as he and Alaine made their way into 
the establishment. He quickly noticed an empty pool table in the back 
left corner and made a beeline towards it as she went the opposite 
way and walked over to the bar to order their drinks. After a couple 
of minutes and with two beers in hand, she made her way back over to 
where Dean was racking up the pool balls and set one of the bottles 
down on the corner of the table. 

Dusting off his hands, he grabbed up a pool stick from the rack on 
the wall behind him and turned to face her. "So, how much are we 
betting? " 

"So eager to lose, aren't you?" she sarcast ically asked as she took a 
swig from her beer and placed it down to take the pool stick from 
him. "Let's make it fun." 

A smirk danced across his lips as she stood beside him at the front 
of the table. 

"How's this; a hundred and fifty bucks each, winner takes it all," 
she offered with a wide grin. 



"Alright, not bad, " he chuckled. "But how about I up the ante; three 
hundred bucks each, winner takes all _and _if I win, you have to hand 
wash my car wearing short shorts and a bikini top while I 
watch . " 

Alaine's eyes widened with surprise at his boldness as she let out a 
scoff. "You can't be serious." 

"You said let's make it fun, why not humor me?" 

She narrowed her eyes at him as she reached into the front pocket of 
her black jeans and pulled out her money, slapping two fifties and 
two hundred dollar bills onto the table. "Alright, hot shot. That 
cockiness of yours just bought you one helluva ass whopping." 

"Well why don't you put your money where your mouth is, sweetheart. 
Come show me what you got . " 

Alaine accepted his challenge. Nudging him aside with her hip she 
bent over the table, lining up the tip of the pool stick in her hand 
with the cue ball as Dean watched from behind her. She slowly pulled 
the stick back then jabbed it forward, the loud crack of the balls 
knocking into each other as they scattered all across the table. In 
one shot, she had knocked in three solids and Dean muttered a 
curse . 

"What the hell was that?" he exasperated as she turned to move to 
where the cue ball had landed at the opposite end of the table. She 
took another shot; the ball knocked into the right corner of the 
table, completely missing the pocket. 

She stood upright as she looked upon Dean with a confident smile on 
her face. "What's wrong, big boy? Scared you're gonna lose your 
money? " 

"No way I'm lettin' you win," he stated as he positioned himself in 
front of the table to take a shot. He managed to knock in four 
stripes before it was her turn again. He was feeling good about 
himself, but his small boost of confidence was quickly brought down 
as he watched her make another three perfect shots; she was now down 
to two balls. On her next shot, she had missed the pocket and Dean 
knew if he didn't get three in a row, the game was hers. To his luck, 
he had gotten rid of all his stripes and was now staring down at the 
8 ball with determination. He bent over the table and cast her a 
smirk as he looked up at her. 

"Left corner," he called out as he aimed the ball for the pocket. 
Pulling back the pool stick, he tapped the cue ball, knocking it into 
the eight and watched as it rolled across the table and ricocheted 
off of the corner, sweeping past the designated pocket. 

Dean cursed again as Alaine rounded the table. She knocked in her 
last ball before turning her attention to him. 

"This one's all for you. Dean," she spoke with a playful wink. "Left 
side pocket." With a simple stop shot, she had knocked in the eight 
ball, winning the match. 

Dean's eyes widened with shock as she twirled around and triumphantly 
made her way over to him. "You gotta be friggin' kiddin' me!" 



with a chuckle, Alaine stuck out a hand. "I just owned you, time to 
cough up the cash." 

"The hell it is," he protested. " We're making this best two out of 
three . " 

"Are you being a sore loser?" she smiled, brows raised in amusement 
as he scoffed in response. 

"No, that was just a crap match; I wasn't on my A-game . " 

She shook her head in disapprovement . "Just admit defeat. Dean. You 
can ' t beat me . " 

"Yeah? Watch me, " he challenged as he went to set up the table for 
another match. 

After forty minutes, two games and several beers. Dean was in a 
bitter mood. He had managed to lose to Alaine and was now flat broke. 
With a grim facial expression, he had reached into his back pocket to 
pull out his wallet. He retrieved three hundred dollar bills and with 
reluctance he handed her over the money. 

"Who would've thought a tough guy like you would get his ass kicked 
by a woman in a game of pool, " Alaine mocked as she snatched the cash 
right out of his hand. "It sure is a sad day for Dean 
Winchester . " 

Dean's brows furrowed into a frown. "Yeah, you laugh it up now but 
I'll make sure to wipe the floor clean with you next 
time . " 

Chuckling, she dropped her pool stick onto the table. "You keep 
telling yourself that, " she called out as she walked off and headed 
back over towards the bar to order another round of beers. 

He watched her as she walked away, her wide hips swaying side to side 
as her dark wavy hair hung down her back like a silky curtain. 
Chugging the rest of his beer, he set the bottle down over the pool 
table as he went to lean back against it and folded his arms over his 
chest. The bar hadn't been as packed as he thought it ' d be . A few 
more people had shown up in the hour they had been there but the 
place was still fairly empty. His eyes scanned the entire area; there 
were some burly biker men all crowded together at a table towards the 
entrance playing a serious game of poker while a small group of 
college guys hovered over a nearby pool table talking loudly and 
laughing at their obscene jokes as the girls that accompanied them 
sat idly by, chatting amongst themselves and occasionally casting 
sideways glances over at Dean. He had noticed that one of them, a 
short, petite blonde had been staring at him for the past five 
minutes and when he turned his head to look in her direction their 
eyes had locked. The young woman held his piercing gaze, a playful 
smirk tugging at the corners of her lips as she flirtatiously twirled 
her finger around a long strand of her hair. He could tell she was 
young, probably no older than twenty-four, and was fairly attractive. 
He gave her a quick wave as he returned her smile with one of his own 
which caused her friends to giggle excitedly. One of them nudged her 
with an elbow whilst leaning over to whisper something into the 
blonde's ear. He saw the girl turn her head to look at her friend 



with an embarrassed expression before stealing a glance at him again. 
Several seconds passed before she mustered up the courage to get up 
from her seat and with another encouraging nudge from her friend, she 
began to walk over to Dean. He watched as the blonde approached him 
then stopped when she had gotten close enough for him to hear her 
over the music without any shouting. 

"Uh - hi, " she stammered as she looked up at him through her thick 
eyelashes. "Sorry for approaching you like this. My friends kinda 
dared me . " 

Up close he was able to fully note just how sexy she was. From her 
tight long sleeved blouse which revealed the perfect amount of 
cleavage, to her dangerously short miniskirt and high heeled leather 
boots - the chick was a fantasy come to life. 

"No worries, " Dean replied with a small smile as his eyes raked over 
her figure before resting back on her face. Her luminous gunmetal 
blue eyes stared up at him, a hint of innocence displayed within them 
which helped mask her true lascivious nature as her slightly pouted 
red stained lips curled upwards at the corners in the form of a 
playful smirk. "It's not everyday a random smokin' hot chick walks up 
to me. I'm usually the one who makes a move," he went on to 
finish . 

The blonde chuckled as she reached out a hand to place it over Dean's 
bicep. "Well I guess today's your lucky day because this is me 
definitely making a move on you." 

"Your friends dared you to do this?" he asked as she went to take a 
step closer to him. 

"They noticed me eyeing you and said I didn't have the balls to 
approach you. I was sorta nervous because I didn't know if you'd turn 
me down or not but they insisted I'd try, so here I am, taking a 
chance . " 

Dean half smirked. "I gotta say, I admire your bravery, but what if I 
were a psychopath just waiting for the right moment to haul you away 
and lock you up into the back of some rusty old van?" 

"Well, are you a psychopath?" she asked, her voice displaying not 
even a single shred of concern. 

"I'm not, but I guess that's exactly what a psychopath would 


"Then it looks like I'll have to take your word for it." 

Raising a brow, he tilted his head in curiosity. "You sure are pretty 
trusting for the fact that I'm a complete stranger." 

She batted her eyelashes as a smile played on her lips. "My name's 
Diana, now why not tell me yours so we could properly get acquainted 
with one another." 

Dean took a brief moment to think; it had been months since the last 
time he had sex. He'd been so wrapped up with Hunting and finding his 
brother that he never had the proper chance to get himself laid. It 
had been all work and no play for him and he was starting to get that 



insatiable appetite when here came this random hot woman, practically 
throwing herself at him. It had somewhat caught him off guard, but 
the opportunity had manifested itself right before him and there was 
no way he could turn that down. There was only one small problem that 
could affect his chance, and that was Alaine. He had come out to the 
bar with her and there was no way he could just leave her by herself 
while he handled his business - that would be wrong of him. Then 
again, she was his good friend. If he were to explain the situation 
to her, she'd probably understand and would be okay with it. But 
there was the issue of her getting back home. He began to recall a 
small motel not too far down the road from where they were; he could 
grab a room for an hour or two while she waited for him back at the 
bar. But, what if something happened while he was gone? Yeah, she was 
more than capable of taking care of herself, but what kind of friend 
would he be if he left her there while he went to go screw some 
chick? 

Taking enough time to think things through. Dean was just about to 
speak up again when his eyes briefly looked away from the blonde's 
face to glance over at the front of the establishment. 

Alaine had been standing at the bar, waiting for her drinks as a guy 
came seemingly out of nowhere and stood behind her. He tapped her on 
the shoulder and she had turned around to face him. The guy began to 
speak but she had shown clear disinterest in whatever it was he was 
saying when she turned to look away. The guy then moved closer to 
her, his front now mere inches from her back. He invaded her personal 
space as he leaned down to whisper something in her ear which caused 
her shoulders to visibly tense. She quickly grabbed up the two beers 
once the bartender placed them down and went to walk away when the 
guy suddenly grabbed onto her upper arm and halted her in mid 
step . 

At that very moment. Dean's primal instincts took over, causing him 
to completely forget about the woman in front of him as if she hadn't 
been there at all. He abruptly pushed off of the edge of the pool 
table and brushed past her as he stalked on over towards the bar, his 
mind blocking out the sound of the blonde calling out after 
him . 

Just as the guy had grabbed onto Alaine 's arm and stopped her, her 
head whirled around to look at the sly smile on his face. 

"Where you think you're going with that fine ass of yours, baby? I 
wasn't done talkin' to you." 

Every nerve in her body cringed with utter disgust at his words. She 
tightly clenched onto one of the bottles in her hand and was about to 
raise her arm to swing at the side of his head when from behind her a 
powerful male voice spoke up, a voice she knew all too well which 
stopped her right in her tracks. 

"What do you think you're doin', pal?" 

The guy's head snapped around to look back at whoever had spoken out 
and saw that Dean stood right behind him with an intimidating scowl 
plastered to his face. 

"I'm minding my damn business which is what you should be doing, now 
back off," the guy spat as he tightened his grip on Alaine 's 



arm . 


Dean saw Alaine wince in pain as his fingers dug into the muscle of 
her right arm. A small threatening smirk dancing across his lips, he 
turned his head to look away and chuckled. "Alright, you asked for 

it . " 

In one swift motion, his hands flew out and was grabbing onto the guy 
by the collar of his jacket as he roughly hauled him away from Alaine 
and pinned him up against a wall. 

"Listen up, jackass, " Dean bit out as he leaned in and got in his 
face. "Unless you want me to tear your ass up ten ways from Sunday, I 
suggest you march on out of here while you still can." 

The guy looked at Dean wide-eyed as he raised up his arms in 
surrender. "Alright, alright!" he rushed out. "No need for violence. 

I ain't know the bitch had a boyfriend, I was just drawn to her. I 
mean - it ain't everyday you see a fat ass like hers." 

The muscle in Dean's jaw twitched as he tightened his hold. Pulling 
him forward, he slammed the guy harder into the wall, causing his 
head to snap back and crack against the wood. 

"You watch how you speak about her, " he threatened, his voice coated 
with rage . 

By now, the commotion had gained the attention of several patrons 
nearby, including the bartender who had reached for a metal bat from 
underneath the counter and was readying himself in case a brawl would 
break out . 

"Dean, " Alaine called out, setting the two beer bottles in her hands 
on top of the bar. "Let him go." 

The guy looked from Dean to Alaine then back to Dean. "You heard the 
little lady, now get off of me." 

Dean's facial expression hardened. He was reluctant to releasing him 
without teaching him a proper lesson but from behind him he could 
hear her calling out to him with more urgency. 

"He's not worth it. Let this piece of trash go before we get 
ourselves kicked out ! " 

With a grunt. Dean loosened his hold, taking a few steps back as the 
guy pushed off the wall and began to adjust himself. 

"Is there a problem?" said the burly bartender as he approached with 
the bat held firmly in his grasp. 

"No, no problem at all, " Alaine hurriedly spoke out as she stepped up 
to Dean. "We were just leaving." She reached into her pocket, pulling 
out a fifty dollar bill and handing it over to the bartender as 
payment for their drinks, offering him an apologetic smile before 
grabbing on to Dean's hand and leading him away. She began to stride 
over towards the exit with the angered Hunter trailing right behind 
her. Once outside, she walked in the direction where the Impala had 
been parked, her fingers still curled tightly around his calloused 
hand as she crossed the parking lot. 



Dean looked down, noting that she hadn't let him go and had realized, 
for the first time, just how small and fragile her hand seemed in 
comparison to his. But that's not all he ended up realizing. For some 
strange reason, seeing her from behind was a revelation. Of course, 
he's watched her before - her walking away, the subtle shift of her 
hips with every step, the soft waves of her hair flowing in the wind. 
None of that was new to him, yet the way she held on to him so 
firmly, how her soft hand fit perfectly in his - he couldn't explain 
it. It ' s a form of contact they've never shared. The most they've 
exchanged were small pat's on the back, as if they were afraid of 
what would happen if they were to touch each other in any other way. 
Not even a simple hug or a kiss on the cheek; both of them refrained 
from doing such things with no real reason as to why. With other 
women, any sort of contact, being a gentle caress or a peck on the 
lips never really meant much to him as it all was just based off of 
mutual attraction. There was something oddly different about this; he 
couldn't understand it, but just her simple touch had brought a wave 
of calm over him, washing away whatever anger he had previously 
felt . 

When they had reached the car, Alaine released his hand and turned 
around to face him, half expecting for him to be fuming but was 
utterly stunned to see that the man displayed no signs of rage or 
frustration. His face was passive, his shoulders relaxed, which was 
the complete opposite of how he had been two minutes ago. 

"Are you okay?" Alaine asked, her voice sounding concerned as she 
stared up at him in slight confusion. 

"I'm fine," he replied, his brows furrowing slightly. "What about 
you? Did that asshat hurt you?" 

"I'm good, all the guy did was grab me." 

"And he probably would've done more than that if I hadn't popped 


Alaine smiled up at him. "You showed up at the right time, you spared 

the guy from having his skull busted open by a beer bottle and saved 

me the trouble. Thanks for having my back." 

He returned her smile as he reached into his pocket for his keys 
when, suddenly, he saw her move in closer to him. Her next actions 
came as a complete surprise. Grabbing onto his broad shoulders, she 
tiptoed, bringing her face close to his as she leaned in to press a 
soft chaste kiss to his cheek. The brief contact of her tender lips 

on his skin sent a small shock down his spine which caused him to 

tense slightly as his nerves began to twitch with the force of the 
electrifying current coursing through his body. She had never been 
that close to him; it was the first time he was truly able to get a 
first-hand whiff of her mesmerizing floral scent and the subtle aroma 
managed to work it's way up his nose and dull his senses. He couldn't 
believe how good she actually smelled. All the times they'd been 
sitting in the car together, all the instances they'd been forced to 
share a bed - he had noticed her pleasant fragrance before but never 
(not even once) had he gotten close enough to her to be able to 
experience the effect it was having on him at that very moment. Dean 
was rendered immobile, completely and utterly frozen in place. 



And what made the situation almost unbearable was the fact that she 
hadn't moved away. She remained on her tiptoes, her face mere inches 
away from his as she held onto his shoulders. Dean wasn't aware that 
she had been going through the same mind numbing experience as him. 
She had gotten a whiff of his own manly scent and found herself 
entranced by it. The man smelled of light sweat mixed with the 
remnants of his aquatic body wash and a small hint of musk and 
gunpowder. It was a combination which suited him perfectly; it 
screamed dominance, which was one of the main characterist ics he 
possessed. The urge to just nuzzle her face into the crook of his 
neck rose up from deep within her, bringing to the surface the 
feelings she had so desperately fought to repress. Since she had been 
a young girl, Alaine had been in love with Dean Winchester. From the 
moment she had given herself to him all those years ago, he had been 
the only person to ever touch her in any way. Her reason to staying 
abstinent after losing her virginity to him nineteen years ago was 
that she couldn't fathom the thought of being intimate with another 
man. She couldn't allow someone to caress her the way he had that 
night in the back of his father's car. That moment she shared with 
him had meant so much, she couldn't taint the memory of it with the 
touch of someone else. For years, she refused to sleep with anyone 
because she knew that no one could ever possibly make her feel the 
way Dean had. She hadn't cared if she died without having sex again, 
all that mattered to her was the loyalty she felt to him even after 
years of not seeing each other. She couldn't explain it, and she 
barely understood it, but she knew without a doubt that all she 
wanted was to be his. Little did she know she'd end up crossing paths 
with him again, that she'd end up moving in and becoming roommates as 
well as Hunting partners, or that she'd be standing in the middle of 
that parking lot, breathtakingly close to the man that she had 
relinquished her innocence to, the man she had irrevocably fallen 
for. It had all hit her like a hard smack to the face; the emotions 
she had held back for the three months she had been living with him 
came rushing to the surface, nearly suffocating her as she took in a 
sharp breath and abruptly pulled away. She quickly turned around and 
grabbed onto the handle of the Impala, yanking the passenger door 
open and dropping down into the leather seat before speaking up. 

"I- I think we should get home, it's getting late," she half 
stammered as she went to seal herself inside of the car. 

Dean stood there for a moment before jumping into the Impala, his 
mind trying to process just what had actually happened between the 
two. He knew he hadn't imagined it, he had felt something he had 
never felt before and it stunned him. All she had done was given him 
a mere peck on the cheek which had placed him in some sort of a 
trance and it left him to wonder if she had felt something too. 

The entire car ride back home had been absolutely silent, the air 
surrounding them heavy with the tension of what had transpired in the 
parking lot of the bar. Neither one of them had muttered so much as a 
word to each other; they had both remained completely quiet. Every 
now and again, he would briefly glance over at Alaine from the corner 
of his eye to see her sitting back with her hands in her lap as she 
stared out of the window. When they had arrived at the Bunker, Dean 
lead the car into the underground garage. Once he had stationed it in 
its designated spot, Alaine wasted no time in clambering out and 
heading straight into the living quarters. She made her way inside 
and stepped into the kitchen to grab herself a bottled water from the 
fridge. Twisting off the cap, she raised the rim of the bottle to her 



mouth and began to take long sips, closing her eyes as she relished 
the cooling sensation it left behind. She didn't know why, but her 
insides felt like they were on fire. Maybe it was because she was 
nervous, she couldn't say for sure. All she knew was that her being 
that close to Dean had definitely impacted her, more than that one 
time he had grabbed her in the same spot she was standing in. That 
had been months ago, yet she still remembered it as if it was 
yesterday. The feel of his strong hand wrapped around her wrist, the 
way he had pulled her to him and how close their bodies had been from 
touching. She had forced herself to pull away; she knew if she 
hadn't. Dean would've had his way with her right then and there, and 
the last thing she had wanted was to seem '_easy_. ' But who was she 
to deny the fact that deep down, she wanted him in every possible 
way. She thought it to be hypocritical of her to go and act against 
what she truly felt, yet she wasn't capable of revealing her true 
feelings to Dean. She was sure he didn't feel the same and concluded 
it best for her to save herself the embarrassment of professing her 
emotions. She would just have to go on to pretend as if she now 
didn't desire something more than just a friendship with him. With a 
heavy sigh, Alaine had went on to take a final sip from her water 
bottle when, suddenly. Dean appeared in the doorway of the kitchen. 
She hadn't noticed him, being that her back had been facing in that 
direction, nor did she see him begin to approach her slowly. He had 
cautiously come up behind her and stopped when they stood just a mere 
foot apart. He watched as she placed the small plastic cap onto the 
bottle and closed it tight. Just as she turned around to walk away, 
she was caught by utter surprise to see that he had been standing so 
close and as a reflex she jumped back, her eyes going wide with 
shock . 

"Christ, " she breathed as her hand flew out and landed over her 
heart. "You scared the hell out of me." 

Dean stood before her, completely immobile as he stared down at 
her . 

"Did you need something?" she asked, looking up into his unreadable 
countenance . 

His eyes scanned her face, taking in every single flawless detail. 
From the perfect shape of her brows, all the way down to the sultry 
curve of her lips - he couldn't deny that the woman was absolutely 
beautiful, nor could he stop himself from what he was about to do 
next . 

Alaine went to speak out again but was cut off short by Dean's hand 
flying into her hair as he cupped the back of her head and brought 
his lips down to hers to meet in a fervent kiss. At the sudden impact 
of their mouths connecting, both Dean and Alaine simultaneously felt 
a sharp current of electricity crackle to life around them which 
heightened every nerve in their body and made them gasp softly in 
surprise. By the sound she made. Dean was now aware that she had felt 
exactly what he had been feeling at that very moment, as well as what 
he felt back at the parking lot and that made him all the more 
desperate. With a small grunt, he screwed his eyes shut and took in a 
deep breath as he wrapped his other arm around her and pulled her 
tightly to him. He tilted his head slightly as he parted his mouth to 
allow their lips to overlap one anothers as they kissed each other 
with urgency. Alaine dropped the bottle of water she had been holding 
and threw her slender arms around his neck as she pressed herself up 



against him, her chest now compressed firmly to his as the grip of 
his hand on the back of her skull loosened. He let his fingers roam 
in the silky strands of her thick hair as he found himself lost in 
the taste of her lips; It was enticingly sweet, and absolutely 
divine. He had never encountered a kiss from a woman in which 
rendered him breathless; she had been the first to have such an 
effect on him. It made him remember the first time their lips met all 
those years ago when they had been just teenagers. The effect had 
been just the same, and the realization of that made his sudden 
desire for her grow tenfold. Releasing his hold. Dean allowed both of 
his hands to travel into the inside of her leather jacket and settled 
them over the sides of her ribcage as she pulled his bottom lip into 
her mouth and gently nibbled. He grabbed on to her, his fingertips 
slightly digging into the fabric of her shirt as he pressed his 
pelvis tighter against hers. Feeling the rigidness of his erection 
over the material of his jeans, Alaine let out another gasp of 
surprise as his hands began to slowly travel down the curve of her 
waistline. They continued its descent until his palms rested right 
over her wide hips. He softly traced his thumbs over the exposed 
flesh of her defined hip bones, his nails gently sinking into her 
skin as he sucked on her lush bottom lip before slipping his tongue 
into her mouth. Her body became limp against him, the sound of a 
weakened breath escaping her as he tasted her in small circles. His 
hands now moved once more to cup her plump backside into his large 
palms, and just as he gave it a hard squeeze, Alaine unexpectedly 
pulled away. 

Reluctantly breaking the impassioned kiss, she released her hold, 
allowing her hands to unravel from around his neck to rest over his 
shoulders as she moved back to get a better look at his flushed 
face . 

"Dean," she spoke up softly, her voice sounding out of breath. "What 
are you doing?" 

"Kissin' you," he stated matter-of-fact ly as her warm eyes met 
his . 

"I know, but why?" 

Dean's brow arched slightly. "What do you mean '_why_?'" he chuckled. 
"You think I'm just doin' this for the heck of it?" 

"I - I don't know," she admitted with a shrug as she let her gaze 
fall from his face. 

He quietly looked upon her for a short moment before removing his 
hands from where they rested on her backside. Hooking his index 
finger underneath her chin, he lifted her head back up so she could 
look into his eyes once more. 

"What's the matter?" he gently asked. 

She sighed as she turned her head to look away. "It's nothing." 

"The hell it is." Dean turned her face back around and now held her 
head firmly in his palms. "Talk to me - what's goin' on?" 


She was quiet for several long seconds before she spoke up again 
this time, with a hint of seriousness in her voice. "I saw you 



talking to that blonde back at the bar. I know you were trying to 
hook up with her, I mean - with the way she was dressed, what man in 
his right mind wouldn't? I'm not trying to say I felt jealous, it's 
justa€ 1 it kinda feels like I'm being used. You weren't able to score 
with her because I was being harassed by some prick. It sorta seems 
like you're choosing to settle for me since you came up empty handed, 
and why wouldn't you? We're both kind of wasted, we're practically 
roommates, and being that we're friends, in the morning none of it 
would matter because we'd both go on to act as if it never 
happened-" 

Dean had cut her off in the middle of her speaking with an unexpected 
kiss. He had abruptly leaned in and pressed his mouth to hers, 
letting his soft lips linger for a few seconds before pulling back to 
look down at her with a small smile. 

"You kind of talk a lot, " he chuckled as she gazed up at him, his 
thumbs softly caressing her cheeks as he began to speak in response 
to what she had just said. "First things first, it takes more than 
just a few beers to get me to feel anything. Not sure if you're 
aware, but I got a pretty strong alcohol intake. Now, as for strikin' 
out? It happens. That don't mean I'm gonna try to use you as a 
rebound because it sounds convenient. Believe me when I tell you, you 
are in no way being used. Sure - we live together, but I won't ever 
try to make you do anything you don't want to do. As a woman, and a 
pretty damn good friend, I respect you. If you were to punch my 
lights out right now, I promise you, I wouldn't be mad. I get it - I 
understand why you're feelin' like this, and it's my fault. But to 
tell you the truth, I sure as hell don't feel sorry for kissin' you. 

I wanted to, okay? And I mean I _really _wanted to, not because I was 
trying to get into your pants, I just couldn't help myself. Now, if 
you want to take a swing at me? Go for it. You feel like cussin' me 
out? I'd take it. You want to go ahead and storm off? I won't stop 
you, but just to clarify, I don't think any less of you, and I'm 
hoping you don't think any less of me either." 

Alaine was kind of surprised by his response. She hadn't expected for 
him to be so truthful with her. She thought he'd try to come up with 
some half assed excuse as a defense, but in return, all he did was be 
completely honest with her and that's something she greatly 
appreciated. She knew that any other sleazeball would try to trick 
her into getting into bed with him, yet Dean did the complete 
opposite. That just went to show that the man was definitely 
different from the rest. 

"Now, I don't know about you," Dean started up once more, a smile 
tugging at the corners of his lips as he removed his hands from her 
face to glance at his watch to check the time. "But I'm thinkin' of 
goin' back out to get some grub. You in the mood for some Chinese or 
pizza?" 

Alaine thought for a minute before responding. "Hell, I'd say get 
both, and grab a couple of six packs while you're at it too." 

"I like the way you think," he chuckled as he went to walk away but 
her hand suddenly reached out and caught his, stopping him in mid 
stride. He turned back around to look at her and was surprised when 
she let go to grab onto his face. Pulling his head down, she leaned 
up and softly pressed her lips to his. 



"Before I forget to tell you, I don't think any less of you. Dean," 
she murmured against his mouth, her eyes flickering up to meet his 
bright gaze. "You're always showing me there's more to you than what 
the eye can see." 

With a grin, he wrapped an arm around her back as he returned her 
kiss by taking her bottom lip into his mouth and sucking ever so 
softly before pulling away to look back down at her with a sensuous 
look in his eyes. "Just for the record - _if _we were to ever have 
sex, trust me, I wouldn't try to act as if it never happened. I'm 
pretty damn sure you'd rock my world just like you did the first 
time . " 

Alaine gaped, her face turning a bright pink as Dean let her go and 
took a step back to look down at her rather amusing facial 
expression. With a playful wink, he walked off, making his way out of 
the kitchen and through the Bunker to his parked car inside of the 
underground garage. 

"Alaine!" Dean called out when he strolled back in. Walking into the 
library, he set down the bags and the pizza box he had been carrying 
to shed off his jacket. He had driven out into town to pick up the 
food and beers she had suggested he'd get and ended up stopping along 
the way at a local diner to grab himself a nice slice of pie before 
heading back home. The small trip had took him roughly about thirty 
to forty minutes, so when Alaine came waltzing in dressed into a 
clean white tank top, a pair of black cotton sleep shorts, some fuzzy 
slippers and her wet hair draped over her shoulder, he knew she had 
taken the time to get cleaned up. 

"Took you long enough," she spoke up as she approached the table. 
Reaching over, she dug through one of the bags in search for the six 
pack to take out a beer. 

"I ended up making a quick pit stop," he replied as he tossed his 
jacket over the back of a chair and went on to take off his maroon 
colored cotton button down. "Had to get myself some pie." 

Alaine glanced over at him as he pulled off his outer shirt and 
placed it on top of his jacket. "You and your addiction." 

"At least it's a healthy one." Pulling back a chair. Dean plopped 
himself down and leaned back, blowing out a long sigh. 

he twisted off the cap to a beer bottle and stuck her hand out as an 

offer for him to take it. "I wouldn't necessarily say it's healthy. 

You know that all the junk you eat could end up killing you, 
right ? " 

"Death by pie, " Dean smiled, taking the beer from her hand and 

raising the rim to his lips. "Sounds like the perfect way to go. And 

besides, it ain't like I haven't been killed before." 

With a scoff and a shake of her head, Alaine plopped down onto the 
seat adjacent from him as she reached for the bags on top of the 
table to pull out the two six packs along with the food. The two of 
them went on to eat, sharing their containers of Chinese take out 
with one another and once they had had enough of that, they popped 
open the pizza box and each took a couple of slices before storing 
away the leftovers. Once they had cleaned everything up and put the 



food in the fridge, they grabbed up both six packs along with their 
pizza slices and made their way towards Dean's bedroom. Alaine pulled 
out his laptop, climbing into his bed and opening up the internet 
browser to stream World War Z (she had been trying to persuade him 
into seeing it and was now finally going to force him to sit down 
with her and watch it.) They had gotten themselves comfortable, 
sitting with their backs propped up against the, headboard as Dean 
held the laptop in his lap. The movie had lasted over three hours 
when it had been meant to run for only two, and that's because every 
now and then he would pause it and turn to her with questions like 
_'why the hell are these zombies so damn fast?'_ or would make 
statements like _'I'd cap that son of a bitch in a split second. '_ At 
the end, when the final credits rolled down the screen. Dean was able 
to look at her with a smile and say _'not bad. '_ After that, they had 
chosen to watch another movie (one of his liking) and right when it 
had reached its midpoint, he started to hear soft snoring coming from 
beside him. Pausing the film, he turned to see that Alaine had fallen 
asleep with her cheek resting atop of his shoulder and her mouth 
slightly agape as her chest rose and fell with every shallow breath. 
He couldn't help but note just how perfectly peaceful she looked and 
decided upon not waking her. Instead, he powered off his laptop, and 
being careful as to not to disturb her, he rose to his feet and 
carried it on over to his desk before grabbing up a towel and pulling 
out a clean t-shirt along with fresh underwear from his dresser to 
take with him into the bathroom. He had took his time showering, 
making sure he washed away all the dirt, grime and sweat of the day. 
Once he had rinsed away all the suds from his body and completely 
dried himself, he then changed into the gray tee and black 
boxer-briefs he had grabbed from his room. He quickly toweled off his 
hair then tossed his dirty clothes into the small laundry basket 
Alaine had made him purchase (she had said it was the perfect way to 
differentiate from what was clean and what needed to be washed) 
before padding his way through the Bunker over to his room. When he 
stepped back inside, he was surprised to see that she had remained in 
the same exact position he had left her in thirty minutes ago. Her 
upper body was slightly slouching over from the upright position it 
was in, her head tilted to the side as her hands rested limply in her 
lap. He glanced over at the clock to see it was well past two a.m; he 
couldn't believe she hadn't woken up to shift around which could only 
mean that she was in a profound sleep. He momentarily thought about 
waking her so she could go back to sleep into her own bed, but as he 
stared at her further he realized he couldn't bring himself to do it. 
He didn't know why, but at that very moment he craved her presence. 
Just to have her there brought him some sort of peace of mind. It was 
strangely odd that whenever he was around her all he felt was a warm 
sense of comfort, as if he could just forget about all the troubles 
of the world for a moment and let himself be surrounded by her 
illuminating aura. It was a feeling he had grown to appreciate in the 
short time they had been living together. In the world of a lonely 
Hunter, a person rarely ever had the chance to come across something 
so unique, yet he had managed to be lucky enough to find it in her 
which helped him understand just how special she truly was and made 
him treasure her friendship all the more. Since back when they were 
just a couple of teenagers, he had known there was something 
different about her, something that made her stand out from everyone 
else, but it was now as an adult that he was finally going to be able 
to comprehend why Alaine Ventura, the woman who he had allowed to 
take away his innocence, had such an indescribable effect on 
him . 



Reaching behind him. Dean shut the door to his room and quietly made 
his way over towards his bed. He sat himself down on the side of the 
mattress and moved to stick an arm under Alaine's back to wrap it 
around and grab onto her. With ease, he carefully shifted her body to 
lay straight across the bed and softly placed her head atop of his 
pillow before pulling up the comforter over her and covering her. He 
switched off the bedside lamp and settled himself down next to her, 
his head resting just mere inches away from hers as he laid flat on 
his back and sighed. Tucking himself underneath the covers, he had, 
in no time, slipped into a deep state of unconsciousness as Alaine 
tranquilly slept beside him. 


6. Chapter 6 

Morning had rolled around the following day rather quickly. It had 
been no later than nine a.m when Dean slowly stirred awake from his 
blissful slumber. He had been lying on his side, an arm tucked 
underneath his pillow as the other rested limply over the mattress. 
With a deep sigh, he slowly blinked open his eyes to see that the 
room was shrouded in darkness. He shifted slightly, reaching behind 
him for the bedside lamp and squinted as the room became flooded with 
the soft light. He rubbed at his eyes with the heel of his hands as 
he turned to lie back onto his side. Moving to rest his head on top 
of his pillow once more, he was caught by surprise to see that Alaine 
laid fairly close to him, so close that he could clearly hear her 
even breathing as she slept. She was curled up onto her side with her 
knees brought up to her chest and her hands tucked in between her 
thighs as her wavy hair laid a disheveled mess all around her head. 
Dean found himself admiring her subtle beauty and couldn't help but 
smile softly; even in her most vulnerable moments she still managed 
to stun him with her perfectly unblemished features. He had noticed 
by how close she was to him that faint goosebumps covered the skin of 
her arms and legs, which only mean that she was probably cold. He 
remembered covering her before going to bed which left him to wonder 
how could have the sheets ended up getting all bunched up around her 
ankles. Reaching for them, he slowly pulled them over her small frame 
and stopped when his hand hovered over her midsection. He stared at 
her intently before allowing his arm to rest on top of her and with 
extreme caution, he curled it around her waist and slowly pulled her 
closer to him when, suddenly, she began to slightly shift in his 
hold, which had only meant that he had accidentally woken 
her . 

Alaine's eyes slowly fluttered open and with a soft groan she 
stretched out her legs and stuck out her arms from underneath the 
covers to rub at her face as she let out a yawn. Her vision was 
somewhat hazy, but she was still able to make out the figure of a man 
lying across from her on the mattress, and from the very light musky 
scent that radiated off of him she knew right away who it 
was . 

"Dean, " she quietly spoke up, her sleep filled eyes shifting to look 
up into his face with confusion. "Why are you in my bed?" 

"You're, uh - you're actually in _my _bed, " he chuckled softly in 
response . 


She furrowed her brows as she rubbed at her eyes in attempt to bring 
her vision into focus. "I am?" 



"You kinda dozed off in the middle of the movie last night. I didn't 
want to wake you, so I thought I'd save you the trouble of havin' to 
go back to your room by lettin' you sleep here." 

She blinked up at him. Her gaze shifted from his face to look down to 
see that his body was in pretty close proximity to hers, and that's 
when she noticed that the weight she had been feeling on top of her 
was from his heavy arm being wrapped around her waist. Her eyes 
quickly flickered back up as a half-smile formed on her lips. "Are 
you... are you cuddling me?" 

Dean's eyes widened at her question, which had sounded more like a 
statement. "What? - no," he quickly blurted out as he unraveled his 
arm from around her and pulled away. "You looked cold so I 
thought-" 

"You thought you'd throw your arm around me and hold me close to try 
to keep me warm?" she interjected, her face displaying utter 
amusement as she watched a small blush form on his lightly stubbled 
cheeks . 

"I, uh - I was justa€ 1 " Dean stammered, awkwardly. "I wasn't 
cuddling, alright? I thought my body heat would do you some good." 

A small smirk tugged at the corners of her lips as she stared up at 
him, skeptically. "You sure about that?" 

"I wasn't tryin' anything if that's what you're thinkin'." 

"Didn't say you were," she smiled. 

"Alrighta€ 1 good." 

Turning to lie on her back, she stretched her limbs and let out 
another yawn before she moved to sit upright on the bed. "I'm 
thinking about going out for a quick run, want to join me?" 

Dean turned his head to look at the clock atop his nightstand. "It's 
9:13. You're goin' now?" 

"This is actually the latest I've gone out; my usual time is five a.m 
but I overslept today." 

"I swear, I don't know how you do it," Dean chuckled. Moving to lie 
on his back, he tucked an arm behind his neck, propping up his head 
as he watched her climb out of bed lazily and pad her way across the 
room over towards the door. 

"Are you coming?" she asked as she reached for the knob and twisted 
it . 

Dean thought for a second before answering. "Nah, knock yourself out. 
I'll just stay right here and get some more rest." 

"Suit yourself, " Alaine called out as she walked out the room. Moving 
into the hallway, she headed over to her bedroom to change into her 
running gear. She quickly slipped into a plain white t-shirt, black 
running shorts, a pair tennis shoes and a gray zip-up hoodie before 
holding back her long hair into a secure ponytail. She dug through 



her duffel bag for her iPod and plugged her earphones into it before 
hitting shuffle on her workout playlist and stuffing it into the 
pocket of her hoodie. Making her way out of the Bunker and into the 
woods, she began to run. With music blasting in her ears and her 
blood pumping in her veins, Alaine ran until her body was drenched 
with sweat. Heart thundering wildly in her chest, she continued to 
swerve past trees and hop over small boulders and broken logs of wood 
covered in leaves and moss. Half an hour had gone by before she 
realized just how far she had gotten from the Bunker. She doubled 
back, her previous momentum kicking up as she ran faster than what 
she had been before. By the time she got back, twenty minutes had 
passed and she was now hyperventilating. Coming to a halt in front of 
the entrance, she hunched over and placed her palms flat over her 
wobbly knees as she tried to regulate her rapid breathing and the 
erratic palpitations of her heart. Once she felt no shortness of 
breath, she proceeded to make her way back inside. Descending the 
iron steps, she immediately headed into the kitchen to find that Dean 
was fully awake and cooking up some breakfast. She proceeded to make 
her way over towards the fridge to grab herself a well needed bottle 
of water. 

"How was the run?" Dean spoke up from where he stood at the stove, 
his head turning to glance over in her direction. He looked her over, 
his gaze lingering over the roundness of her wide ass before it 
trailed down the length of her bare, tanned legs. 

She yanked open the door to the fridge with one hand as the other 
rummaged through its many contents. "It was great," she responded. 
"Really got my blood pumping." 

His eyes were fixed on her appealing appearance. He watched as she 
bent over, the motion causing the hem of her shorts to rise up 
slightly to reveal the thin elastic edge of her red lace panties. At 
the sight of the sultry fabric. Dean had almost choked on the deep 
breath he had taken in. _Pull it together, _he thought to himself as 
he turned to look away. Clearing his throat loudly, he spoke up once 
more. "I'm, uh - making somethin' to eat. You in the mood for 
some? " 


Turning around, Alaine 's eyebrows raised in wonder. "I'm actually 
surprised you decided to make breakfast. Either I'm the one who 
usually makes it, or you just end up going out to pick something up 
at the diner. I gotta ask, what's gotten you in the sudden mood to 
cook? " 

Dean turned his head and cast her one of his famous expressions. "You 
gonna eat or not?" 

"Geez, " she smiled. "Don't get your panties all up in a bunch." 

At the sound of the word "panties, " the image he had just seen no 
more than a few seconds ago had flashed before his eyes once more, 
causing him to feel a warm blush creeping its way across his face. 
_God, what the hell is wrong with me? _he thought as he tried to push 
the image out of his mind. It wasn't like he had never seen panties 
before, butaC 1 these were _her_ panties, which - oddly enough - were 
significantly different from the rest he had ever laid his eyes upon. 
But why were they different? It wasn't because of the lace (he had 
seen the sort of fabric before) Why was she affecting him in such a 
way? Why was the simple thought of her enough to drive him up a wall? 



All he had done was kiss her the night before, yet that "kiss" had 
done something to him. It changed something inside of him - but what, 
and why? Why was he looking at her as if it was the first time he's 
ever seen her? He had been living with her for months, but now was 
when he was finally noticing the bright, radiant glow that she 
possessed. Yeah, she was beautiful - there was no doubt about that in 
his mind, but it wasn't like she was the first woman to have ever 
caught his attention. Out of all his many conquests, out of all the 
women he had ever come across, this one stood out from all the rest. 
Aside from being hot, in his eyes she was incredibly smart with an 
amazing sense of humor, and to top it all off, was a kick-ass Hunter. 
Alaine was definitely special. She set herself apart from other 
women. She valued herself and didn't need a man in order to know what 
her true worth was. She was strong and independent, and that made her 
all the more desirable. That kiss he had shared with her meant more 
to him than any one of his past encounters and one night stands. For 
the first time in years. Dean was actually feeling something far more 
greater than just a mere physical attraction. He couldn't understand 
it, but he was finding himself to be captivated by the sheer person 
she genuinely was, and that was something he had never experienced 
before. Who she was as a woman was enough to peak his interests and 
have him utterly enthralled by what he saw before him. 

While he was lost in his own mind, Alaine had shut the fridge and 
walked over to the table. She pulled out a chair and settled down 
into the seat as she propped up her elbows and watched as Dean 
resumed to turn over the bacon he had frying in a small skillet. 
Leaning forward, she began to surreptitiously admire the man before 
her. She let her eyes take in every detail, from the outline of his 
shoulder blades underneath the fabric of his t-shirt, to the tight 
muscles of his biceps flexing with every movement, all the way down 
to the curve of his ass and how the waistline of his flannel pajama 
bottoms rested exquisitely over his hips. Dean was the true 
definition of the phrase "_tall, dark and handsome_. " Everything 
about the him was just tooa€ 1 perfect. She'd think to herself _how 
could a man this absolutely gorgeous truly exist?_ In comparison to 
every other guy Alaine had the misfortune of crossing paths with. 

Dean was like a Greek sculpture come to life. She understood why 
women were so quick to throw themselves at him. From head to toe, his 
appearance screamed "_sex god_. " She couldn't help but wonder to 
herself what it would feel like to be intimate with him all over 
again after nineteen years. The thought of his big, strong hands 
caressing her once more and the warm feel of his soft skin pressed 
against hers had been enough to transport her mind to a land of 
blissful paradise. Images began to circle around her head, images of 
both of their naked bodies rolling around in bed, getting all tangled 
up in the sheets as they'd pull, grab, scratch and grind against one 
another. Her imagination began to swirl with the possible sounds of 
their lovemaking. The heavy breathing, the deep grunts and loud 
moans. Alaine found herself vividly picturing it at all as her 
repressed sexual appetite began to pool in her stomach. No man had 
ever been capable of making her feel what she was feeling at that 
moment, and Dean was doing it without being aware of it at all. She 
couldn't lie to herself; she wanted him, not only intimately, but 
more in a profound emotional way. She'd wanted him back then when 
they were kids and she sure as hell wanted him now. She couldn't 
understand why, but there was something that held her bound to him. 
For years, she couldn't allow anyone to get close to her. She refused 
to have any sort of sexual contact with any men because she couldn't 
stomach the thought of giving herself up to someone else. She 



couldn't see herself opening up to anyone in such a way so she chose 
to stay away from sex and men, not only for her image as a respected 
hunter, but for the sake of her dignity and self worth. For nineteen 
long years, she had withheld that decision with such ease, but now 
she felt she was on the verge of breaking the pact she had made with 
herself to stay abstinent and it was all because the man of her 
dreams had come back into her life. She was torn; should she let the 
detailed stories of Dean's many conquests affect her, or should she 
take the time to know him for the man he truly was before casting any 
judgement? She didn't want to be unfair and not give him a chance to 
show his true self, but she also didn't want to risk getting taken 
for advantage. She was aware of the mutual physical attraction they 
shared, yet had no clue as to whether or not he remotely felt towards 
her what she felt for him. She had been around him day and night for 
three months. She had gotten to see small glimpses of the side of him 
he tried to keep locked away, the side of him that desperately wanted 
more of life. She could sense it in him, he was tired of being a 
Hunter, he was tired of being alone. For Dean, pain, suffering, 
betrayal and death was all he knew, it was all he was accustomed to. 
He had been thrown into the cruel life of a Hunter and as a faithful 
soldier, he continued to fight. Even when things seemed hopeless or 
he couldn't find a way out, he'd scratch and kick until he'd found a 
solution. He was devoted to being a Hunter, but that didn't change 
the fact that he was fed up, and this was something Alaine understood 
all too well. 

The sound of Dean's voice calling out to her pulled her from her deep 

thoughts. He had been standing at the stove, his body facing her as 

his hand held onto a spatula. 

"How do you want your eggs?" he asked. 

She glanced up at his face. "Urn - I think I'm in the mood for an 
omelette today. Could you put some extra cheese in it?" 

Dean gave her a small smile before turning back around. "You got 

it . " 

She sighed as she screwed off the cap to her water bottle and wrapped 
her lips around the rim to take a long drink. Her eyes followed 
Dean's movements around the kitchen as he'd shift from his position 
at the stove to stand before the fridge as he retrieved the needed 
ingredients. He grabbed a carton of organic eggs, along with a 
plastic container of shredded mozzarella and moved over to the 
counter where he had a bowl of what she assumed was pancake mix 
sitting atop its surface along with two banana peels. After taking 
the bacon off the small skillet and setting it aside on a plate 
covered with a paper towel, he cracked three eggs into a smaller bowl 
and began to whisk them thoroughly. After setting it to fry in the 
small skillet, he picked up the bowl with the pancake mix and with a 
wooden spoon he scooped up a generous amount and put it into a 
another bigger skillet that had already been warming up with a thin 
layer of butter at the bottom. She continued to watch him as he 
prepared her breakfast and once it had all been done, he neatly 
placed the food on a porcelain plate. He brought it over to the 
table, setting it down in front of her along with a knife and 
fork . 

Her eyes scanned over the meal as her nose took in the mouthwatering 
smell that engulfed her. "Are these banana pancakes?" she 



asked . 


"Those bad boys right there are my speciality, " Dean smiled as he 
moved back over towards the counter. 

Grabbing up the utensils, Alaine cut herself a nice big piece and 
without hesitation she shoved it into her mouth. After several 
seconds of chewing and soft hums of appreciation, she swallowed and 
cleared her throat. "These are _so _good. What's in them?" 

"Can't have you knowin' my secret recipe," he replied as he retrieved 
a mug from the cupboard and filled it with some freshly brewed 
coffee 

"God, " she chuckled. "My pancakes are good, but not _this_ good. I 
mean - you even got the buttery crust around the edges done just 
right . " 

Smiling, Dean made his way over towards the table and settled himself 
down into the seat adjacent from her, letting out a small sigh sigh 
as he propped up his elbows onto the wooden surface. He raised the 
rim of his mug to his lips and sipped his coffee all the while 
watching as Alaine happily ate in front of him. He noticed the way 
she'd slowly chew her food as if to savor every bit of it and 
wondered if this was something she had always done. There were many 
small details about her that caught his attention, like the fact that 
she was left handed or the way she'd bite the inside of her cheek 
whenever she was in deep thought. His most favorite of all was the 
sound of the tiny snorts she would involuntarily let out whenever 
she'd laugh really hard, which - for some strange reason - was 
utterly pleasing to him. He couldn't explain it, but he truly enjoyed 
being in her company. In a way, he felt as if he could be himself 
around her, as if he could kick back, relax and forget about what was 
going on in the rest of the world. It might've seemed selfish, but 
Dean preferred the peace he felt by her side than the torment and 
suffering he was accustomed to experiencing. His whole life revolved 
around tragedies, yet in those small moments he'd let his guard down, 
nothing else mattered to him but the happiness he felt being with 
her. He couldn't quite comprehend it, but it was as if her cheerful 
personality brought out a side of him he never knew existed, and that 
was something that truly fascinated him. 

From across the table, Alaine had looked up from her food to glance 
over at Dean who had been staring at her intently. When their eyes 
met, he felt a tiny flutter in his chest as her lips curved up into a 
small smile. Nervously clearing his throat, he set his mug down as he 
scratched at the facial hair on his cheek. 

"So," he spoke up. "What's the plan for today?" 

Alaine pondered for a brief moment. "Don't know. Maybe we should stay 
in. I mean - we've been out hunting nonstop, I think we deserve some 
time of f . " 

He nodded his head in agreement. "Sounds good to me. Got any ideas on 
what you'd like to do?" 

"Well," she began. "There's this one thing I've always wanted to 
try . " 



Dean's brows raised in curiosity. "And that is?" he pried. 


"Don't laugh, but I've always wanted to have a spa day." 

"Spa day?" he asked. "You mean the whole mud baths and massages kind 
of stuff?" 

"Don't forget the exfoliating facials, but yes." 

A grin tugged at the corners of his mouth as he leaned forward in his 
seat. "So - these massages - are they the real deal? Do I get some 
hot Asian chick to rub me in all the right places 'cause I'd sure as 
hell love to get me one of those 'happy endings.'" 

An unexpected burst of laughter escaped Alaine as she looked at his 
rather amusing facial expression. 

"What's so funny?" 

She smiled. "Dean, I think you're confusing reality with porn 
again . " 

"Oh, come on," he whined. "You mean to tell me that's not what really 
happens ? " 

Alaine let out another laugh. "Sorry to burst your imaginative 
bubble . " 

With a shake of his head, he raised the rim of his mug back up to his 
lips. "Well, that's disappointing." 

"Okay, so maybe no spa day for you. Is there anything you're in the 
mood to do?" 

He sipped from his coffee once more before answering. "It's been a 
long time since I've gone out to the movies. Maybe we could go catch 
a flick or somethin'." 

"I like the idea, but wouldn't you like to do something 
afterwards ? " 

" I don ' t know . " 

Alaine cast him a look and Dean raised a brow in question. 

"Hey," he said. "If you got any more ideas, I'm all for it." 

With a grin, she leaned forward in her seat and folded her arms over 
the edge of the table. "You. Me. Mini Golf." 

"Mini Golf?" he chuckled. "Are you serious?" 

"Dead serious," she replied with a smirk. "What could possibly be 
more fun than that?" 

He thought for a moment, then smiled. "You're right." Taking another 
long sip from his mug, he then turned in his seat and rose to his 
feet. He glanced over at the wall clock to see that the time read 
11:08 A.M. "I gotta go on a quick supply run. I'll go into town and 
pick up some stuff, I should be back in like an hour. By then you 



should be ready to roll out." 

"What are you getting? she asked as she glanced up into his 
face . 

"Just the basic necessities like groceries and stuff. You need 
anything? " 

"I'll have to double check. I'll call you to let you know." 

Dean gave her a small nod in response. "Alright. I'm gonna go get 
dressed. You should start gettin' ready soon." 

"Will do, " she grinned as Dean went to walk away, but when she called 
out to him, he stopped in his tracks to turn around. "Wait, aren't 
you going to eat?" 

Dean glanced over at the stove then back at her. "Nah, " he smiled. 
"I'm good, you just enjoy the rest of your breakfast. I'll see you 
later." With that, he turned on his heel and waltzed on out of the 
kitchen . 

After Dean had left the Bunker, Alaine took the time to get herself 
cleaned up. She jumped into the shower to cleanse away all the sweat 
that coated her skin. She washed every inch of her body, making sure 
as to not leave a single spot untouched. After thirty minutes of 
vigorous scrubbing, she was finally assured that she was - in fact - 
squeaky clean. Turning off the running water, she then reached for 
her towel and wrapped it around herself. She quickly dried off before 
heading back over towards her bedroom to get dressed. She pulled out 
a pair of dark wash jeans from her dresser along with a maroon 
colored henley and set them over her bed as she went to slip into her 
matching black undergarments. After applying a thin layer of fragrant 
lotion all over her bare skin, she then pulled on the rest of her 
clothing and proceeded to step into her tan colored riding boots 
before moving over towards the mirror to fix her hair. She let it 
down and squirted a bit of anti frizz cream into the palm of her 
hand. She worked the product through her soft, wavy locks, making 
sure to gently finger comb it along the way and finished it off by 
tucking her hair behind her left ear. Once she felt content with her 
reflection, she waltzed over towards her wooden closet to retrieve 
her navy denim jacket and slipped her arms through its sleeves. She 
spent the next five minutes making a list of the things she needed 
and sent it to Dean via text message. After grabbing some cash from 
the small jewelry box atop her wooden desk and storing it away into 
the inner pocket of her jacket along with her cellphone, she walked 
out of her room and shut the door behind her. 

In town. Dean had been roaming the aisles of the local pharmacy in 
search of women's hygiene products. For ten minutes, he'd glance 
between the screen of his phone and the many different bottles and 
containers set on display. _Why is this so hard? _he thought to 
himself as he grabbed up a bottle of body wash to check its label. 

For women, there were so many different kinds of fragrances for 
lotions and shampoos, it made it damn near impossible for him to know 
which one was the correct one. He decided to grab whatever he thought 
might smell good and tossed the bottles into the plastic bin he had 
been carrying as he moved over towards the checkout lines. 


The young man at one of the empty registers waved him over and Dean 



stepped up to the counter. He smiled at Dean as he watched him empty 
out the bin. 

"Women," the man scoffed. "Delicate creatures aren't they?" 

Dean looked up at him and gave him a small grin in return. "Oh, you 
have no idea." 

The man began to scan the items as he continued to speak. "I noticed 
you struggling over there. I go through the same thing whenever my 
fiancA© sends me out to shop for her, and if I ever bring back what 
she didn't ask for, she'd make me go right back out to get it." 

"I feel for you man," Dean said as he placed the last two items over 
the counter. 

Looking back over at him, the man smiled again. "Well, I don't mind. 

I mean - there's nothing I wouldn't do for her. It's all about 
compromise and sacrifice. Trust me, it's worth it in the end." 

Dean nodded his head in acknowledgement as he took out his wallet 
from the back pocket of his jeans. Retrieving a fifty dollar bill, he 
handed it over to the cashier and waited for his change to be 
returned. He stood there as the man bagged all of his items and once 
he had been done, he gave Dean another smile. 

"I'm guessing you got a special lady in your life, take this as a 
piece of advice. Always show her how much she means to you. There's 
nothing more important than letting your woman know she's 
special . " 

At the sound of those words, he felt the same exact flutter in his 
chest that he had felt earlier that morning as an image of Alaine 
popped into his mind. He stared at the young man for a moment as he 
processed what he had said. There wasn't no special lady in his life, 
yet Alaine definitely was important to him. She was his friend and he 
cared a great deal about her, but what were these foreign emotions he 
was feeling? It was something that had him inexplicably drawn to her. 
For the life of him, he couldn't understand what was happening. It 
was as if every time he now looked at her he'd forget how to breathe. 
His palms would began to sweat as a warm, prickling sensation would 
creep its way up his spine and across the back of his neck. It was a 
feeling he had never quite felt before and it was something that had 
him downright confounded. Why was he experiencing these things 
whenever he laid his eyes on her, and why was it all catching him off 
guard? 

"Sir?" the young man spoke up, jolting Dean out from the confines of 
his deep thoughts. 

Dean flashed him a wry smile as he grabbed up his bags. "Thanks, 
kid." He headed for door and pushed it open as he stepped outside. 
Crossing the small parking lot, he made his way over towards the 
Impala and quickly jumped into the driver's seat. He placed the bags 
onto the floor of the car as he stuck his key into the ignition and 
started up the engine. Before driving off, he fished out his 
cellphone from his jacket pocket and messaged Alaine to let her know 
he was on his way back. She responded within seconds with a smiley 
face and an "okay." Dean smiled to himself as he glanced at the 
message, then tossed the phone onto the passenger seat as he grabbed 



onto the steering wheel with one hand and backed up out of his 

parking spot before throwing the vehicle into drive and speeding off 

down the road. 

Back at the Bunker, Alaine had been sitting in the library, surfing 
the internet on her laptop. She had been looking up information on 
where to find a decent movie theater and came across one that was an 
hours drive from Lebanon. She had copied the address into the GPS on 
her cellphone and powered down her laptop when the sound of the iron 
door slamming shut echoed throughout the Bunker. She turned in her 
chair just as Dean approached from inside the control room. 

"So. I - uh, got your stuff," he spoke up as he made his way over 
towards where she sat. "Hope I picked out the right ones." He 
extended an arm, handing her one of the many plastic bags he had been 

carrying and watched as she took it from him and opened it up to scan 

its contents. After several seconds, she looked up at him with a 
smile . 

"Not bad. You got exactly what I wanted." 

Feeling a sense of accomplishment , Dean grinned. "And who says men 
can't shop?" 

Pushing her chair back, she rose to her feet. "Don't get ahead of 
yourself," she chuckled. "This was just one attempt. There's still a 
long way to go before you can call yourself an expert shopper." 
Reaching out a hand, she patted Dean on the shoulder as she brushed 
past him. He turned around, watching her as she walked away. 

"Well, at least I got it right on the first try, " he called out as he 
moved to follow her. He made his way into the kitchen to store away 
the groceries he had bought and once everything was placed into their 
designated places, he then strolled on over towards his bedroom to 
drop off the bag that contained his hygiene and hair products. After 
spending a few minutes putting everything away. Dean grabbed some 
extra money from his secret stash and headed back into the control 
room to see that Alaine had been standing at the foot of the 
staircase waiting for him. 

"You ready?" she asked. 

"Yeah, you got any specific destination in mind?" 

Taking out her cellphone from her pocket, she waved it in the air as 
she turned to ascend the stairs. "Got it right here." 

"Alright," he spoke up. "Let's get goin'." 

The two had driven out to Grand Island, Nebraska where they chose to 
check out the movie theater inside of the city's giant mall. After 
spending a few minutes debating on what they would watch, they both 
agreed upon seeing the new Superman movie that had been out for over 
a month. Dean had been somewhat reluctant to watching it as he felt 
it wouldn't amount to much, but after two and half hours of jampacked 
action scenes, he walked out of the theater with a different 
perspective of the movie. Alaine had laughed when he commented on the 
unrealistic appearance of Henry Cavill's body and responded with 
stating that it sounded to her as if he was jealous. Dean had glared 
at her and assumed a defensive stance as he folded his arms across 



his chest. 


"Jealous?" he scoffed. "I look just as good without a shirt, ain't 
nothin' to be jealous about." 

"I can't really comment on that since I've never actually seen you 
shirtless," she responded with another laugh. 

"Well, you got no idea what you're missin'. That guy's got nothin' on 


Alaine looked at him, her face reading utter amusement. "Sure," she 
said. "Whatever helps boost your ego." 

After spending a couple of minutes going back and forth about who 
looked better. Dean chose to settle the discussion with a final 
statement. "Alright, tell you what - how about I change your opinion 
by showing you how much of a man I really am, and after I'm done 
provin' you wrong, you can tell me what you _really_ think." 

Alaine blinked up at him, her brows raised in astonishment. It took 
her a moment to process the meaning behind what he had just said, but 
when it finally clicked, she felt her knees go weak. She quickly 
looked away in attempt to hide the blush that had creeped its way 
across her face, but it had been too late. Dean had already noticed 
her flustered expression and was looking at her with wonder in his 
eyes . 

"I think I'll pass," she spoke. "I prefer you with your clothes _on 
_than _off." _ 

Smiling, he took a step closer to her. "Oh, come on. You mean to tell 
me you haven't thought about it?" 

Little did Dean know that most of the time, Alaine would vividly 
picture herself in bed with him, their naked skin all covered with 
sweat . 

"No. I haven't," she lied. "But wouldn't you like it if I 
did. " 

"There's nothin' wrong with thinkin' about it. It's been a long time 
since you've - _you know._ It's only natural for the thought to cross 
your mind every now and again." 

"Well, it doesn't," she clipped, her tone sounding more harsh than 
what she intended it to. 

Dean stared at her for a moment with a surprised expression on his 
face before he spoke up once more. "Woah, someone sounds like they're 
in denial . " 

Alaine turned her face back around to look at him. "I'm not. I've 
never been into stuff like that so I don't need to think about 

it . " 

"Okay," he chuckled as he moved to walk past her. "If you say so, 
Lainey . " 

"God," she sighed in frustration. "You're so irritating." 



Shoving his hands into his pockets, he continued to walk towards the 
direction of the escalators. "True, but you know you love me 
anyway . " 

Those words couldn't be more true. Yes, she did love him. She loved 
him for the good friend that he was to her, and as something so much 
more emotionally profound that had begun to settle deep within her 
heart. She stood there for a second, watching him as he walked away 
and couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness inside of her. 

Although part of her hoped that one day he'd see her the way she saw 
him, she knew all too well that she would never be more than just a 
friend, and the thought of that silently killed her. 

After the movie, the two spent some time roaming the many retail 
stores as they window shopped. They looked around at all the 
different styles of clothing and commented on how much things had 
changed since their era. Everything was smaller, and tighter. There 
had been this one outfit on display on one of the manikins. Alaine 
looked it over, noticing how the material of the clothes barely 
covered up enough and scrunched up her nose in distaste, which caused 
for Dean to crack a ridiculous joke as he let out a hearty laugh. 

Once they had gotten tired of looking around, they headed down to the 
underground parking lot and hopped into the Impala. They had driven 
out to a recreational center that housed an indoor mini golf course, 
along with a bowling alley, some arcade games and a go kart track. 

One would assume the place would be crawling with kids on account of 
it being a family center, but it was full of middle aged men and 
women. Some hung around in large groups while others were scattered 
about in couples. Everyone seemed to be having a good time. Dean and 
Alaine had debated for a moment on what they would do first and ended 
up deciding to hit the mini golf course as they had originally 
intended. After a few games, they jumped right over to the bowling 
section and played a couple of matches, which Dean ended up losing 
and - as always - had declared a rematch. Once they had enough of 
that, they made their way into the arcade room. There had been this 
one claw machine that had caught her attention; It had been full with 
stuffed animals. She wasn't one to like any sort of toys, but her 
eyes had landed on a small, furry looking stuffed dog and she knew 
that she just had to have it. She popped in a dollar into the machine 
in hopes of getting it on the first try, but had lucked out. Dean 
stood behind her, watching her fail turn after turn. Once she had run 
out of singles, she turned away in defeat, but just as she was about 
to walk off, he had stepped up to the machine and popped in another 
dollar . 

"Dean," she spoke up. "What are you doing?" 

He turned his head to look at her and flashed her a smile. "I'm 
gettin' you the dog." 

Her eyes widened with surprise as she took a step closer. "You 
seriously don't have to do-" 

"You want the thing or not?" he interrupted, his gaze meeting 
hers . 

"Yeah, but-" 


"So shut up and let me do my thing; I got this. 



He turned back around, putting all of his focus into the machine and 
Alaine watched as he expertly aligned the claw with the stuffed dog. 
Once it had been hovering directly over it, he pushed the red button 
and the claw descended. It grasped onto the toy and she thought it 
would just slip off as it had several times before, but to her 
astonishment, it had hooked onto it, picking it up and dragging it 
over towards the opening in the case where it was released. With a 
triumphant chuckle. Dean bent down and stuck his hand into the hatch 
to retrieve the prize. 

"No freaking way, " she gasped with excitement as he stood upright and 
turned to face her. "How in the hell-" 

"It's all about skill," he smirked. Extending his hand, he held out 
the stuffed dog for her to take. 

She reached out, grabbing the toy from him and holding it in her 
grasp. She stared at the little white dog as her fingers slipped 
through its fake fur and smiled softly. "Thanks." 

Dean noticed the change in her tone and looked at her with concern. 
"Hey, you alright?" 

"I'm fine," she spoke up, her eyes still staring at the toy in her 
hands. "This just brought back so many memories." 

He didn't want to pry into her mind by asking her what memories she 
was talking about, but she had chosen to reveal them to him. 

"As a kid, I always wanted a dog," she began to relate. "My parents 
wouldn't let me because it was just too much of a responsibility for 
them. As Hunters, they were already raising two children, they didn't 
want to add onto their struggles by adopting a puppy. They told me to 
forget about it, but I couldn't. This one day I left our cabin to 
take a walk down the small path leading into the woods. My mom had 
been out on a supply run while my dad was putting my baby brother to 
sleep; I saw it as the perfect chance to sneak out. As I was walking, 
I could hear the sound of light yelping. I knew it had to be an 
animal, but instead of turning back around, I followed the sound. I 
hadn't been worrying about the dangers of being in the woods all 
alone. As I got closer to it, I was able to see something moving 

around in the grass. When I was close enough, I got on my knees and 

leaned down to get a better look. What I saw there was this tiny 
little white puppy - couldn't have been no older than a month. Just 
as any kid would do, I picked it up and carried it back home. I 
thought about so many different ways I could try to convince my dad 
to let me keep it and I was sure it would work, but when I rounded 
the front porch, I saw my mother climbing out of her truck. She 
noticed me right away and her face got real serious. She came over to 
me and asked me why I had been outside the cabin and scolded me on 
how dangerous it was for a five year old to be alone in the woods, 
but when she saw the little furry bundle in my arms, she stopped 
right in her tracks. She glanced at the puppy then looked back at me 
and asked me where I had gotten it. I told her I found it when I was 
in the woods, I told her it had been all alone crying for help. She 

seemed to not care about any of that because she went on to yell at 

me saying that I knew better than to pick up a stray animal. She 
shouted at me for not being obedient when I was told I couldn't have 
a dog. I started to cry and begged her to let me keep it, but she 



refused. She snatched it right out of my hands and demanded I go 
inside. I did as I was told and sat myself down on the small rugged 
couch. My dad had came in seconds after looking worried and asked me 
what was wrong. I told him what happened, and he looked at me with 
sadness in his eyes. He sat down next to me and pulled me into his 
lap. I kept on crying as he rocked me back and forth. After a while, 
my mom came storming back in. She glared at me as she walked past the 
couch and motioned to my dad for him to follow her. He let me go and 
I sat there as they locked themselves inside of their room and 
started to argue. Its how I spent most of time - alone while their 
attention was focused on either Hunting, arguing or taking care of my 
brother. The only reason why I wanted a puppy so bad was because I 
just couldn't stand being alone." 

Dean had been quiet the entire time she spoke. He gazed at her 
intently, his face displaying understanding as he knew all too well 
the feeling of being alone. Once she had been done, he took a 
moment's pause, letting out a long sigh before speaking up. 

"I thought it was just your dad, your little brother and you. I had 
no idea your mother had been a Hunter. What happened to her? 

She lifted her gaze from the small stuffed animal in her hand to look 
at Dean with a somber expression. "She walked out on usa€ 1 She got up 
one day and decided that she couldn't deal with the life that she 
lived and just packed her bags, leaving my dad to raise a five year 
old and a six month old infant all by himself." 

"Well, your dad did one helluva job " he softly smiled. "He raised 
the both of you on his own and did the best that he could. Any other 
man would've tucked tail and ran, but he chose to stick by you and 
your brother. I tell you - the guy is admirable." 

_ "Was_, " Alaine murmured quietly. "He _was_ admirable." 

Dean's facial expression shifted. "What do you mean 'was?'" 

Alaine turned her gaze to look away from his face so he wouldn't see 
her now reddened eyes. "My father's dead." 

"What?" he asked in disbelief. 

"He's been dead for eight years." 

"Well, where the hell is your brother?" 

Alaine swallowed hard as her chest tightened. She let out a shaky 
deep breath as she closed her eyes in attempt to prevent her tears 
from falling. "Ethan - Ethan's gone." 

Dean's eyes now widened with shock. "Gone?" he echoed. 

"He died five years ago," she brokenly stated. "I've been on my own 
since . " 

"I'm so sorry," he spoke, his hushed voice coated in empathy. 

She took a moment to gather herself; she didn't want him to see her 
cry. She took in a deep breath and turned her head back around to 
look up into his face once more. "It's okay," she reassured with a 



wry smile. "I've been alright for this long, I just have to keep 
pulling through." 

If Dean had thought she was strong before, this was nothing less than 
a solid confirmation that the woman before him was - without a doubt 
- a warrior just as he was. She had her own share of tragic losses 
and had her own burdens to carry, but none of those things weakened 
her. Instead, they gave her the strength she needed to keep on 
fighting, and that was something Dean could perfectly relate 
to . 

"Alaine, " he spoke up, his tone now serious as he looked down at her 
with a stern countenance. "If you _ever_ need me for anything, don't 
you hesitate to let me know. I don't care if it's the ass crack of 
dawn - if you wake up and need someone to talk to or just need the 
company, you come to me. I understand what it feels like to lose the 
people you care about and be stuck livin' in this endless cycle of 
crap. Just know you won't ever be alone 'cause you got me. You're the 
closest thing I got to a friend and I aintgivin' that up, not by a 
long shot . " 

Alaine gazed up at him, her eyes displaying utter gratitude at the 
sound of his sincere words. She let out a sharp sigh as the corners 
of her mouth curved up into a warm smile. "Thank you. Dean." 

He reached out, placing his hand over her shoulder and giving it a 
firm reassuring squeze as he smiled. "So, are you plannin' on givin' 
that thing a name?" 

Alaine glanced down at the toy in her hands and thought for a brief 
moment before picking her head back up to look at him again. "How 
does Thunder sound?" 

"Thunder?" he questioned, brow raised in curiosity. 

"It's what I wanted to name my first dog as a kid. I always used to 
love thunderstorms, so I thought Thunder would be a great name since 
I'd probably love my dog just as much." 

Dean stared at her briefly before a wide grin came across his 
freckled face. "I've never really liked dogs, but Thunder sounds good 
to me . " 

After the two had spent their day in full enjoyment, they made their 
way back home to the Bunker. They hung out in the library for a 
while, eating their leftover Chinese and pizza from the night before 
as Alaine streamed episodes of Friends from her laptop for both of 
them to watch. For hours, they sat together eating, drinking and 
laughing until midnight rolled around. Realizing it had gotten late, 
they decided to turn in for the night and head to bed. After wishing 
each other a goodnight. Dean and Alaine made their way over to their 
respective rooms and climbed into their own beds. While Alaine had 
quickly drifted off to sleep. Dean had been lying in the center on 
his bed with his arm tucked underneath his neck as he stared up at 
the ceiling. His body was exhausted, but his mind couldn't stop 
running. His head was full of thoughts of Alaine, and he didn't know 
why. He had sighed in frustration as he turned to lie on his side and 
closed his eyes in attempt to force himself to sleep, but to no 
avail. He couldn't go to bed, no matter how bad he wanted to. 



"What the hell is happenin' to me?" he murmured quietly to himself. 
It was something he didn't understand; the racing feeling in his 
chest, the sweaty palms, the inexplicable thoughts - it felt to him 
as if he was on then verge of going insane. He was going through 
something he had never experienced before and had no idea as to how 
to deal with it, or even stop it. That night, he had tossed and 
turned for hours until - finally - he was able to fall asleep. When 
his body succumbed to deep slumber, it had already been five A.M. 
which meant that the sun was beginning to rise. He knew he wasn't 
going to get much rest, but the little he needed would be enough to 
for him to drift into the land of dreams where he could escape his 
thoughts. Little did Dean know that she would also take residence 
inside of the deepest parts of his mind, little did he know that 
eluding his thoughts of her would be near impossible for the simple 
fact that deep down, a big part of him found sheer comfort in 
them . 


End 
f ile . 



